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SRKEAETCHES 


ADVENTURES or a FIDDLE. 


Y that inexhanſtible fund of genius, wich which 
our beſt authors have been bleſſed, beings have 
been made to diſcourſe moſt eloquently ; who, from 


the nature of their ſtations, never were capable of 


either converſation or reflection. There are, how- 
ever, among the human ſpecies, thoſe who, poſ- 
ſefling the form of humanity and the organs of arti- 
culation, are ſtill as incapable of conveying a ſound, 
either intereſting to the heart, or beneficial to the 
head of another, as the beſt of my brethren are 
without the ſkilful finger of genius——gold, the moſt 
prevailing and attractive of all metals, poſſeſſes a 
filent eloquence, by which all parties are, in their turn, 
diaſſed in their opinions; by the power of argument, 
bigottry is ſoothed to forſake its text; plauſibility, by its 
interference, varniſhes over the groſſeſt errors; and the 
tongue, lent by Providence to exerciſe its ſoft and har- 
monious flowings in the cauſe of truth, by the proper 
application of a fleet of guineamen, ſoberly ſanctifies 


error to gratify private motives, and baſely endeavours 
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to eclipſe the reſplendent rays of truth, by the miſty 
veil of falſe reaſoning. Thus, while we are ſoothed 
by the tongue, we cannot help execrating the heart, 
and ſtill more the depravity of thoſe times wherein de- 
luſion holds fo great an empire; and truth, the great- 
eſt of all human attributes, is kept at ſuch an awful 
diltance from all public aſſemblies. 

Some readers have, perhaps, already thrown down 
the ſheets that are intended to convey ſome ſcattered - 
events of my hiſtory, and wonder that a fubje fo 
trite and common, ſhould he introduced in the place 
of humour—but above all, inſtead of novelty, in this, 
however they ſhould conſider, that if truth was re- 
ſored, it would produce a novelty unparalleled, and 
ſuch excellent ſituations as can, I fear, never be put in 
Practice, but on the boards of a theatre. Fal ſehood and 
vice have ſeen themſelves moſt excellently pres | 
in a book, called The Adventures of a G a work 
moſt excellently calculated to expoſe the errors of 
the times; and a model which, though I have it in 
view, let it not be ſuppoſed I nean to attempt, 1a the 
ſmalleſt degree, to approach. My adventures have 
been chiefly in the muſical world; and, as it is well 
known, a fiddle can ſpeak upon ſome occaſions, it is 
equally known, the beauty and excellence of what 1 
have to ſay, muſt depend upon my companion. Fiddles 
being an order of beings who never uſe ſoliloquies, 
and yet, in the courſe of theſe adventures, my con- 

duftor 


Con- 


duttor 


1 
ductor tells me, it will become neceſſary that I ſhould 
think over ſome reflections of my ſolitary moments for 
the more regular delivering of my ſtory I am in the 
hands of a gentleman who plays but a little, therefore, 
much that I could communicate muſt be poſtponed 
till he is better {killed in fingering out my misfortunes, 
and bowing out the ſtory of my woes. 

I took my firſt formation from the hand of a very in- 


genious artiſt, in an obſcure apartment, in Fetter-lane; 
who, having properly varniſhed me up. to pleaſe the 


eye, delivered me to my firſt maſter, the keeper of an 
eminent muſic ſhop. The reader muſt be told, that we 
Fiddles are an order of beings, whoſe form and tone 
depend greatly upon accident, and thus, like cer- 
tain great orators, we derive popularity, rather from 
chance, than any merit aſcribable either to ourſelves or 


others. Mr. Fingerkey (that was the name of my firſt. 


maſter) was a gentleman, who had travelled over great 
part of Italy, and purchaſed moſt of the works of the 
beſt maſters at a very inſignificant price, and imported 
them at a very extravagant one; not ſo much for the 
ſake of emolument, as to raiſe the reputation of thoſe 
poor fellows who could procure no poſt of profit, nor 
any title of honour in the country where they are doom- 


ed to labour out their quavers for the Engliſh market, 


My maſter's ſkill ſoon diſcovered in me ſomething | 


of the Italian form, and his ingenuity put in prac- 


3 common trick of forcing into my inſide an 
„ kim 


WS | 

Italian name, and hanging me up in the daft, that 1 
might, when the glare which had heen put on by my 
| firſt creator was a little worn off, paſs for a ſecond- 
hand cremona, lately the property of a gentleman from 
abroad; and, inftead of my iatrinſic value of about 
two guineas, paſs off at ten, or as much more or leſs, | 
as a credulous purchaſer would be perfuaded I was 
worth, My maſter always obſerving, when he got 
a good purchaſer, that he had wound him up to con- 
cett pitch; if a bad one, that he was in a ſharp key. 
That my antiquity might wear a greater face of probe. | 
bility, I was condemned to frequent drudgery, and my 
rafter uſed me almoſt on every occafion, when he 

wanted to hammer out a tune, as he called it; and by! 
way of keeping me in a praftice, that I might ſeem to 
mew the ſervice I had ſeen, he hired me out, to be 
played on by the aſſiſtant of a travelling dancing 
maſter; a ſervice replete with exceſlive drudgery: inf 
this ſituation, minnets and country dances, horn pipes, 
reels and regadoons, travelied over my wearied ftrings 
$11 they cracked ; ſometimes with pain, and fometimes 
dy deſign, my maſter, when he had not another ſtring, 
ſcrewing me Bp moſt unmercifolly, that by a ſudden 
rack, doth he and I might be releaſed, and the dance be 
ended. Beſides this daily duty, my maſter, who got but 
l paid by his employer, aſcd frequently to introduce} 
we to ſcholars of his own, and to nightly concerts, 
and hops id great abanmdance; fo that 10 ſervice could 
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be ſo well calculated to produce in me that venerable 
appearance which was, as Mr. Fingerkey hoped, one 
day to bring mie into the hands of the ſcientific per- 
former. During my living with this young man, 
many diſagteeable accidents befel me, which, in fome 
ſuture publication of my life, whereof I now give but 
# ſketch, the public may be acquainted with; but [ 
reriember one occurrence, had very nearly blown up 
my poor nitifter, and, indeed, he did looſe his place by 
it: He had contracted a very great intimacy with a 
fiddling barber in the neighbourhood, who, in return 
for his leffons and inſtructions, dreſſed and ſhaved him 
for his daily occupation. The barber had alfo 
another attraction, which, though totally indifferent 
to Italian muſicians, is very agreeable to the Engliſn, 
and in particular, the Iriſh profeſfors ; in ſhort, he had 
2 very pretty wife. Mrs, Friz had all that foſtueſs 
about her which mufic can excite, and if natural will 
encreaſe, ſhe was a joyful ſpectatot of the little 
muſical friendſhips which ſubſifted between the barber 
and the fiddler ; the fiddler conſidered himſelf at home, 
and ſome have aſſerted, that dyets wete played between 
them, very likely to have produced a diſcord between 
the two gentlemen ; had he been acquainted with the 
nature of the compoſiton, Mrs. Friz's foible was not 
confined to the raptures which were produced by the 
performance of her Apollo, but Bacchus was invited to 
| Bleſs every feaſt at which ſhe prefided, In the moment 

of 


L 8.1 
of deſpair, when her ſpirits were low, and her purſe 


lower, Mrs. Friz found a glaſs to invigorate abſolutely 


neceſſary, but no means to fupply the money preſented | 


itſelf, had ſhe not unluckily caſt her eyes around, and 
eſpied the green bag which contained me, the fiddle of 
her Orpheus; thinking ſhe might make free with his 
inſtrument, and relying on chance to replace it, ſhe 
violently ſeized me, and placing a pair of bellows in 
the bag, I was vilely dragged to the odious habitation 
of a pawnbroker, and there left to raiſe the ſupplies of 
the moment. My poor maſter, as I afterwards heard, 


ſat out the next morning, with the bellows in the bag, 
and arrived at the firit boarding- ſchool where the 


dancing-maſter taught. The dreadful moment now 
arrived, when the young ladies having been leſſoned in 
the proper diſpoſition of their feet and other attitudes, 
which required no muſic to aſſiſt in, the elder, and 


more expert ladies, were called to trip through their 
leſſons to the tones of that poor fiddle, who, now diſ- 


conſolately dangled the companion of wretched pledges, 
like himſelf, exiled from the world. How ſhall I de- 


ſcribe the noſe of the bellows peeping out of the bag, 
which ruined my maſter, and blew the coldeſt breeze 
through his heart that ever attacked the breaft of an 


enamoured fiddler? Scarcely were they emancipated from 


the bag, but they fell upon the floor, and the wretched 


de fame lifeleſs inſenfibility, The ladies were all 


: affected 


muſician would have ſacrificed worlds, to have ſunk in 


— fit. 
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affected by different paſſions—ſome laughed, ſome 
ſacered contemptuouſly, and others left the room.— 
Horror ſeized upon the muſician, and rage took poſ- 
ſeſſion of the maſter—he advanced ficſt with the ferious 


| grandeur of an opera hero; and then, with a wonderful 


ſpring, ſeized on the diſtreſſed object of his fury, who 
he precipitated down the ftairs in the quickeſt time 
imaginable. What paſſed afterwards, has not yet 
tranſpired ; I ſhall, therefore, haſtea to my releaſe from 
that vile abode which finiſhed this wretched period of 

my ſtate, and proceed to a habitation of great comfort, 
It was but a few weeks before the melodious Mr. 
Fingerkey felt out my misfortune, and articles of amity 
being ſubſcribed between him and the dancing-maſter, 
T was ordered to be releaſed from a confinement, in 
which I had enjoyed about two months reflection on 
the viciflitudes of that fortune, who, amidſt her tickle 
and inconſtant favors, made ſuch: daily changes among 
the numerous articles by which I was ſurrounded in my 
abode ; extravagance and neceflity having indiſcrimi- 
nately furniſhed the apartment in which I hung, with 
hoſtages, for the ſupplies of the moment—1 ſhould tell 
the reader, that my enlargement, however, was not 
affected by this circumſtance, but by the following 
accident, which produced a temporary change in my 
preſent fortune. The ſame neceſſity that compels the 
haughty ſpirit of every denomination to ſubmit, had 
occaſioned a muſical amateur to pledge a real cremona 
fiddle, 
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fiddle, which, during my captivity, hung by my fide; 
The maſter of my companion died, and the duplicate 
of his fiddle fell into the hands of a gentleman, who, 
as he had been a conſtant friend to the huſband, thought 
it a duty to continue the ſame pious attention to the 
widow; and, among other good offices, undertook the 
redemption of his-cremona : It was for this purpoſe he 
came to the broker's, but being a little too precipitate 
in his expreſſions of grief, not only for the loſs cf his 
friend, but that he ſhould have experienced a neceſſity, 
that occaſioned his prefent errant; and at the ſame 
time ſuggeſting, rather untimely, his want of ſkill in 
muſical inftruments ; the fertility of my keeper's genius 
1mmediately pointed out the pious fraud of ſubſtituring 
me, for that he knew to be much more valuable; 
which, with the admirable dexterity he uſed, was ac- 
compliſhed, with all that placidity of countenance and 
obſequiouſneſs of addreſs that falſehood and treachery 
aſſumes, to give currency to the rankeſt villainies, under 
the maſk of the moit amiable accompliſhments, and 
condeſcending manners. This was but à prelude to 
vices of another nature; I was eſcorted by my con- 
ductor, Mr. Indigo, whom I afterwards found to be a 
gentleman of ſome conſiderable repute in the city, to 
the houſe of the widow Crotchet, upon whom I was 

very innocently to paſs for the cremona of her late 
huſband—on our entrance into the room, we were po- 
litely received by the lady, overgrown with the melan- 
choly 


t 1 
holy weeds of widowhood, who, as with wild tranſ- 
port, ſnatching me from the hands of my conductor, 
bathed me with tears, reproaching providence for depriv- 
ing her of my ſuppoſed maſter. I mult own, I at firſt 
thought it a little extraordinary, that the lady ſhould 
not have detected the cheat; I fancied the ſad overflow- 
ing of heart had dimed her eyes beyond the power of 
recollection, though, in truth, I afterwards found, that a 
fiddle of any ſhape or make, might paſs on the lady as 
well as me; for, beſides that ſhe was never inclined to 
inſtruments of my deſcription, a month's ſolitude had put 
a kind of entertainment in her head, wherein it did not 
become neceſſary I ſhould be a party; I was, however, 
ordered to be hung up in her room, that ſhe might, 
as ſhe expreſſed herſelf, gaze on the dear relict. 
As piety and thoughts, cultivated under the influence 
of tender impteſſion and grateful ſenſations, are con- 
genial to mufic, I felt a particular ſatisfaction at a 
ſituation in which I might experience the ſilent effuũons 
of grief, flowing from the ſweet remembrance of paſt 
endearments, in the perſon of maternal affliction; but 
the ſequel will prove the lady's partiality went further 
than melancholy muſing. and that ſhe reſolved upon a 
more active gratification of her ſarrows, to keep matri- 
mony in her mind; and which, if not immediately 
criminal in fingle unmarried ladies, is at leaſt a little 
indeſcreet in new-made widows. 155 


Aly 
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My kind conductor, who had accompanied me 
hither, ſoothed, with a moſt friendly and ſympathetic 
tenderneſs, the ſeeming ſorrows of my miſtreſs, and 
with an energy, proceeding from the purity of his 
friendſhip, exhorted her to calm the torrent, which 


abundantly aſſiſted her artifice, and ſucceſsfully im- | 


poſed upon the humanity of his diſpoſition, and taking 


leave, left me to examine at leiſure the reality of that | 


which I foon found had been nothing more than a maſ- 


querade ſcene. Cleared from the miſt of thoſe tears, 


which were ever ebedient to her command, and having 
confulted her looking-glaſs, ſhe called her ſervant, and 
enquired if Mr. Quaver had called, but, before an an- 
{wer could be given, a knocking was heard at the door, 


which anounced the arrival of the expected viſitor, | 
Mr. Quaver, had originally been the clerk to a meet- 
ing-houſe, where the piety of his countenance had 


procured him the office of delivering out the pſalms to 


the ſurrounding ſaigts, and where he had by an hy po- 


eriſy, not very creditable to the cauſe of holineſs, ex- 
erciſed his pipes alittle to the diſcontent of ſome part 


of the flock; for, as I believe I have before ſome- 
where obſerved, muſic ſoftens the ſenſes, and attunes| 


the tender paſſions to their ſeveral objects; ſo Mr. 


Quaver's leſſons to ſome of the female part of the con - 


gregation, became too obvious to be denied, a circum- 
ſtance which might have been avoided by prudence; 


but ſo it happened, the maſk fell from his face, and 


 haying Joſt his place, and his reputation for purity o 
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manner together, be ſubſtited ſongs for plalms, put 
dis Iocks into the hands of a frizeur, and 
| countenance a more worldly turn, introduced himſelf 
upon the towh as a muſic maſter.” The good widow 
' Crotchet had formetly been a conſtant attendant at the 
chapel, and received, even during her huſband's life- 


time, conſiderable ſatisfaction from the friendſhip of 
Mr. Quaver, which was heightened very much by 


the general taſte which prevailed in all the parties 
for muſic. I cannot determine the immediate cauſe of 
the preſent viſit, but certain it is, a very viſible change 


took place in the countenance of my miſtreſs, and My. 


Quaver haring played with great {kill upon me, If 
'« love's a ſweet paſſion” “ In infancy our hopes and 
« fears,” and ſeveral other pretty little compoſitions, 


the Jangeage of her eyes diſcovered pretty accurately 
the ſtate of a heart, over which I: perceived either I or 


Mr. Quaver had made ſome impreſſion, which perhaps 


the reader may determine, though I have no very great 


idea it could be me; for on Mr. Quaxer, after a viſit 


of ſome length, expreffing with great rapture the mel- 
lownefs of my tone, and the beauty cf my ſwell, the 
lady with great tenderneſs begged he would accept me 


for the ſake of her dear deceaſed partner; my fituation 


being again changed, 1 - preſently found myſelf in the 
bouſe of Mr. Quaver, and I muſt own, for the credit 


of chat gentleman, I was treated with the moſt careful 
attention. Among the many oddities that preſented 


femfſelves in this family, I cannot omit mentioning a 


B | gentleman 
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gentleman, who viſited my maſter, and who having 
travelled very much to improve his taſte in the ſcience 
of muſic, was wild to the extreme in many of the no- 
tions he formed for its refinement; and. from the fol- 
lowing fpecimen at one of his viſits, I fancy the reader 
will. not heſitate pronouncing his ſenſes a little de- 
ranged. Sir, ſaid he to my maſter, we are too ſparing 
of the knife, and think we arrive at perfection, when 
.we have performed a. certain Italian opperation, but it 
3s a miſtake, much more may, yet be depe. 

Believe. me, - fir, the tongue itſelf might well be 
Jpared, which only, ſerves to articulate ſounds in ſpeak- 
Ing, but is an incumbrance to a fine finger. Do me 
.the favour, ſir, to ſing one air with this ivory bit in 

.your mouch, to keep down your tongpe, and you will 
be ſurprized at the difference it makes in the mellow- 
nefs of the tone, and the roundneſs of the volume of 
voice. Saying this, he took an ivory inſtrument out 
of his pocket, which he fixed in my maſter's mouth, 
and faftened round his head. He then continued his 
diſcourſe thus: There is in fact no difference betwixt 
vocal and isſtrumental muſic; for. as the ſoul is rightly 
defiged by an ancient philoſopher. to be harmony, ſo is 
the body a natural muſical inſtrument; of which the 
lungs form. the bellows, and the wind-pipe a paſſage 
for the air, as in an organ; the uſe of this bit is to 
preſerve the, volume of voice entire, by preſſing down 
the tongue; and, by the bye, if the teeth were pulled 
ut too, it would leave the paſſage freer from obſtruc- | 


Eu 3 
ton. Here my maſter endeavoured to interrupt him, 
for he found the bit very painful, but not being able 
to articulate, he thaught my maſter-was attempting to 
ſing, and cried out, ſtay a moment, my dear friend, 
let me juſt put two plugs into your noſtrils, to prevent 
the air from iſſuing out at thoſe apertures. My maſter 
was reſolved not to endure this, and looked round for 
the door, in · order to ſecure” a reiteat, while he thus 
went on: —I always wear plugs when Fſing. but I have 
a great notion, that if holes were bored- at à proper 
diſtance along the fide of the noſe, it would make no 
bad flute. Now, fic, give me leave to ſhew you how 
much further the jaws ought to be diſtended by the 
this, he drew a-penknife out of his fide-paekep; but 
as my maſter had all this time been fidling him toward 


} the door, (being now fully convinced he was rather 


more difturbed in his faculties than a good theoriſt 
ought to be) he immediately ſeized him by the ſhoul- 
ders, and turned him out of the houſe, having 


| untied his jaws, ſeemed to expreſs great ſatisfaction 


that his tongue had received no injury from the vio- 


| Jence that had been offered to it. Should theſe ſketches 


of the whimſical fituations into which I had been 
thrown, be acceptable to the readers of the Lyzic 
Rzrosirokr, I ſhall cheerfully, in a future volume, 


communicate the many other — ſcenes I have 


aſſiſted i In exhibiting, 
L To be continued. 
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In birth-day clothes, the ladies fine 62 
Im a little 1 boy, that ſtroll about the let 70 


In Berkſhire once I fawalaſs —— — 76 
I thought our quarrel enced — — — 86 
K 


— — 


— 104 


Knight errants of ald 


E 


| | 
Let's fing a catch — — 
Let ſober mortals call me ſot — 


Liſten to the miracles that Joppa does divine ye 102 | 41, 


Lead me now to gloomy dungeons 


N 
Miſs Tippit, O ſay, will you lie in a garret 
Me be one poor ſlave, brought into Barbado- 
My Thomas to India is bound — 

Maria kind, attend my lay 
Midſt thundering war ſee daring Jack 


| N 
| _ - 

Our club-room was a 5elly place 

O Fortune, how 1 thy gifts are 

O dear a me, u. Fady do — 

Och joy to you. „ my jewel, my j 

O could I beemie the notes add 

r we p — 
Old Gib's here ! with care away 
Royal orders given for ſailing — 
8 

Spirit of my ſainted fire 

Since nought's to be done without ſnip 

See Dian triumphant has mounted her car 

See the lovely roſe adorning — 


She is the faireſt, ſweeteſt fair — 
Say what ſo tranſient, ſo uncertaiana 
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I be god of the day journey d an ta the Weſt 
The morning ſmil'd ſerenely gay — 
T be ſmiling morn declar'd the May 

The prince unable to conceal his pain 


Thoꝰ pity I cannot deny 
The ſlow rifing morn glads the tap of the hill 
was in the good ſhip Rover | 
Auyas in the flow'ry month of May — 
Tho' time has from your lordſhip's face 
' The ſun had rear d its glittering beams 
is in vain for to wimper, dear Nan, d'ye ſee 
Ihe hluſning morn ſerenely gay — 
"The tuneful pipe that Strephon fillss 
To range the wide world, I reſolv d for to try 
The bluſhing rofe, whoſe fragrant fmell 
The ſhepherd with his flowing hair 
Three years a failor's life I led — 
The ling ring pangs of hopeleſs love 
The ſoldier clad in warlike arms — 
The morning dawn, fo lovely ſweet ö 
Jo our fair village t other day — 
Thus for men the women fair 


Tho Margery is charming, and Polly is ſo too 


W 
When a buxom girl I ſee — 


When young Damon was kind — 


With eaſy mein and cheerſul face 5 


While the fair intent on pleaſure — 

Mien Billy firſt to London came 
When our great ſovereign Charles was driven 
When Philomel ſweeten'd the ſtillneſs of night 
| When Flora round her mantle ſpreads 


| [ | | 
— 


When Bacchus firſt 12 the grape- bearing vine 


125 
121 
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Would you wiſh for to know how mankind are 
abſurd 58 
When Naticy my fair met me down on the lawn | 73 
Fiith lovely fait and plaintive ditty — 
When firſt to plough the raging main — 
When from aloft the ſailor views - — 45 
When firſt I was inliſted — — 
When women are fierce in fight — 
When war begins, and claſhing arms reſound 101 
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When Ralpho was a tiny boy —— — 10! 

When bonny Phcozbus' beam — 104 

When thundering wars proclaim 3 — 7 7 
V N 


Ye roſes ſo blooming, ye violets ſo feet — 8 


* 
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- LYRIC REPOSITORY. 


THE FOUR ELEMENTS. 
(Tune——A Cobler there was.) 


LL fing—but hold; firſt let me give you a toaſt, 
May aue never deſpair till our freedom we've bl.” 


| Then—now [I'll aſſiſt you, to drain dry the crater, 
And you ſhall help me with Earth, Arr, Fire, Water. 


A Derry down, 
As Earth is the firſt, be Old England my theme, 
It's a ſoil which all true-hearted Britons eſteem ; 


- | It's a foil which J ever have lov'd from my birth, 


That the more wine is in, it expels the 


I's a foil I ſhall love till I'm laid in the Earth. 
Since Air is the next, then ſing twelve dozen ſongs, 
For that's the beſt Air we can breathe from our lungs ; 
But firſt let us drink, for by Bacchus I ſwear, 
more Air, 


Derry down, 


Now Fire's the Element next I'll define, 

Pray what Fire can equal the fire of wine? 

Then fill me a bumper, tis all I deſire, 

"Twill warm me within, is not that the true Fire? 


Tho' Water's a liquor the ladies approve, | 

Yet a bottle of hock would they tipple, by Jove! 

Widow, wife, aunt, or niece, fiſter, mother, or 

Would never again taſte of /mall-beer or Water, 
C Der dun 
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And now my ſong's done, I've another toaſt left. 
May ve never avant courage when put to the ſhift.” 
But avaſt, tho you ſhan't ſay I'm all i the wrong, 
For I call upon you, my good Sir, for a ſong. 


Der ry down, 


— —  — — 
A FAVORITE SONG. 


Sung by Mr. Epwix, in the New Opera of the Czar. 


(Tune——Chiog, Chit, Quaw.) 


HEN a buxom girl I ſee, 
I never aſk her what country, 
If ſhe's plump, 
My heart jump, 
I.g̃hus beats tat-too. 
Tip-a-tap-a tap-a- tip- a- tap, tip, taw, 
Or ſlender waiſt, 
Juit hits my taſte, 3 
Delicate, tiny, whiny, kifs'd you'll be, 
Fair, or black, or brown, or red, all girl: for me. 


When a blythe Scotch laſs J ken, 
Oh! what's the matter with me then? 

Such a rout 

Hereabout, 

My heart bonny! | 

Tip-a-tap-a, tap-a, tip-a, tap, tip, taw. 

* Tis hoot awa, 
| But her ey'en ſay bra”. 

Puſs, and crack a bannock, bonny lad, wi'me, 


Haggus and mether of gude auld whiſkey. 2 
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An Iriſh woman when I ſee, 
Oh! what's the matter then with me? 
Oh! alack ! 
Botherum whack ! | 
Tip-a-tap-a, &c. my heart merry. 
Let me alone, | 
8 But her eyes ogh hone ! _ 
ry poge-2, Poge, Pogo, poge Tris me, 
Arrah, poge-a, poge-a, poge my gramachtee. 


A fine French woman when I ſee, 
Oh ! what's the matter then with me ? 
Ah! mon ame, 
Oh, Madame. 
Tip-a, tap-a, tap-a, tip-a, tap, tip, taw. 
” ono. 
But her eyes ſays oui. 
Baiſez, baiſez, baiſez, avec moi, 
Venez baiſer, baiſer, baiſer, un, deux, trois. 


When an Engliſh girl I view, 
Then with heart and ſoul I woo, 

There it bounds, N 
Death and ouns, 


Charming Nelly. 
Tap-a, rap-a, rap-a, tap-a, coc, cue, coo. * | 
| ongue may deny, 
But her roguiſh eye | 
Cries kiſs-a, kiſs-a, kiſs'd Ill be, 
Ah! you wicked devil, come and kiſs with me. 
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POOR TOM; or, THE SAILOR's EPITAPH, 


By Mr. DiBDIx. 


ERE, a ſheer hulk, lies poor Tom Betoling, 


| The darling of our crew, 
No more he'll hear the tempeſt howling, 
For death has broach'd him too. 
His form was of the manlieſt beauty, 
His heart was kind and ſoft, 
Faithful below he did his duty, 
And now he's gone aloft. 


Tom never from his word departed, 
IIis virtues were ſo rare; 
His triends were many and true-hearted, 
His Poll was kind and fair. 
And then he'd fing ſo blyth and jolly— 
Ah! many's the time and oft; 
But mirth is turn'd to melancholy, 
For Tom is gone aloft. 


Yet ſhall poor Tn fin pleaſaat weather, 
When He, who all commands, 
Shall give, to call life's crew together, 
he word to pipe all hands. 


Thus death, who kings and tars diſpatches, 


Tom's life has vainly doff d; 
For though his body's under hatches, 
His foul is gone aloft, 


Tns Wonk p. 
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H. THE SHEPHERD's BOY. By Mr. Jouxsox. 
(Tune—The Fair Thief.) 
Her happy was the ſhepherd's boy, 


To tend his flock, his ſole employ ; 
Wide o'er the plain he view'd the ſtray, 
While innocence ſtill made him gay; 

He tun'd his pipe, and ſung his ſong, 
Happy and jocund all day long ; 

His cheeks wece bluſh'd with ruddy health, 
And ſweet repoſe was all his wealth. 


In Summer's heat, or Winter's cold, 

He counted o'er his fleecy fold, 

And near the banks of Lynn was found, 
More joyful than a monarch crown d; 
For there the earlieſt of the year, 

The ſweeteſt flowcets did appear; 

And Nortolk ſeem'd the world alone, 
To him, all other parts unknown. 


No cares, no fears, his mind moleſt, 
But all was happy in his breaſt; 

When love ! chat ſoſt intruding pow'r, 
Gay wanton of an idle hour, 

Shew'd falſe Maria to his fight, 
Which r0b'd his ſoul of all delight; 
For the, ſo beautiful to view, | 
Tho' much ſhe vow'd, was never true. 


No longer now is Colin gay, 
Alas! his flocks unheeded itray, 
No more his pipe with mutic ſounds, 
The river rolls, or ſinile the grounds, 
All nature as a blank to view, 

| Maria's falſe, tho' Colin's true. 
TIE Loſt is the ſhepherd of the vale, 

Caleſs to fing his own fad tale, 
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THE NEW LIGHT OF THE MOON, 
By Mr. SMiTH, of Hampſtead. 


( Tune The day is departed, &c. ) 
HE god of the day journey d on to the Weſt, 
1 The {ky was all bright and ſerene; 
The woodlark and linnet each ſpray gently pteſs'd, 
While Cynthia made charming the ſcene. 
The foreſt was filent, delightful the ſhade, 
When Philomel ſweet was in tune, 
Philander and Phillis, a youth and a maid, 
Came forth by the light of the moon. 


The eglantine bow'rs gave joy to their fight, 
While innocence ſat by their fide ; 

The doves coo'd their murmurs to give them delight, 
And honour, and love were their pride : 

Senfibility glow'd then in each tender brealt, 

A kind and moit delicate boon, 

While for ever to love they both vow and proteſt, 
All by the kind light of the moon. 


He preſs'd her ſoft hand, he vow'd to be true, 
Conſent was declar'd in her eye; 

Ye coy cnes, like Phillis, keep this in your view, 
With the youth who is virtuous comply. 

The morning aroſe, and all nature was gay, 
And happy they were very ſoon, 

For they ratified that which they vow'd the next day, 
All by the pale light of the moon. 
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BACCHANALIAN SONG. 
By Mr. S. T. of Ipſwich. 
(Tune——The Twins of Latona.) 


Bumper before me, I always am 4 
A And tofs off my glaſs with a os ; 
Wich a friend and good liquor, I paſs time away, 
Roſy mirth may be ſeen in my face : 
To ivy crown'd Bacchus I lift vp my ſong, 
Good-humour ttill gives me delight; 
And thus I with rapture the moments prolong, 
And baniſh dull care with the night. 
The bott e, the bowl, aud the tankard in wiew, 
Which all jally fellows with raptrre purſue ; 
To Love, and to Bacchus, let's raiſe np the voice, 
Far beauty and wine make my boſom rejoice. 


With the lark in the morning I cheerfully riſe, 
Meet ruby fac'd health with a fmile ; 


All party and faction, I hate and deſpiſe, 


Dull care I will always beguile; 
The day being over, I welcome the night, 
And tipple, and cheerfully fing, 
The moments all paſs in a round of delight, 
Which makes me as bleſt as a king. 
- The bottle, the bowl, Ec. 


Let others what fancy directs them purſue, 
T always will pleaſe my own mind, 
To triendſhip, to mirth, and good humour I'm true, 
With theſe I true happineſs find; 
Then while I have health, I'll be cheerful and gay, 
As I ever have made it my plan, 
With good liquor and mirth ſtill my time paſs away 
And thus make the moſt of life's ſpan. 888 
The kale, the laul, Cc. 
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A CAT CH. For two Voices, 
By G. W. L. jun. 

tt. 1 ling a catch. 


2d. A match! 
it. A match! 
| 2d. Diſpatch. 
[| 
1ſt, I'll never deem that man an ASS, 
Who truly loves his friend and LASS, 
His bowl, his bottle, and his GLASS, 
zd. But he who flinches from his GLASS, 
And values neither friend nor LASS, 
What is he, Thomas, hey ? 
iſt. An | ASS. 
Toth. By the maſs! 
| He's an Aſs, 
Who ſhuns his laſs, 
His friend and glaſs. 


A FAVORITE SEA SONG. 
Sung by Mr. DakLEY, in the Czar, 


OYAL orders given for failing, 
Sailors ne'er in duty failing ; 
Round St. Helen's boldly bearing, 
Albion's coaſt proud Spaniards daring, 
Politely pop a ſmart ſalute, 
He ſuſpecis our with to flog him, 
Crowds his rags, in wake we dog him, 
With his ſtern-chaſe guns he galls us, 
Raking fore and aft' he imauls us; 
Roaring billows bring us cloſe, 
my iron pills a doſe, 
apt in ſmoke I ſend him, 
To mend lum, 


. yy -a PA # 


A 4 +4 @. ou Xx ©*©« a 


1991 


Thus a moment frike hin mate ; 
Now the throat of battle roaring ! 
Show'rs of bullets pelting, pouring; 
Captains ſword- in- hand commanding, 
To the knees in carnage ſtanding, 

Life for life, the fierce _ 


Cannon loud 'gainſt cannon 
At his Jack ſee panting, 
As to lip he li the toddy, 
Off flies head, N 


Now the crew with one accord, 
Piſtol, cutlaſs, ſpring on board ; | 
| Firing! ſmaſhing ! 1 
Cutting! daſhing! 
Miſericorde! ah! round the clack. 
She's a log upon the water, 
Pity ſtays the ſword of ſlaughter; 
When the foe ſhall fall bencath it, 
Britiſh mercy then can ſheath it, 
Glory led to the attack. 


A FAVORITE HUNTING SONG. 
In the fame. 
Sung by Mrs. MaxTrYs. 


[ROW chanticleer proclaims the dawn, 
And * deck the thorn, 
The lowi erds now quit the bawn, 


The lark ſprings from the corn; 
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Dogs, ſportſmen round the window throng, 
Fleet — leads the cry, * 
Ariſe, the burden of their ſong, 
This day a deer muſt die, | 
With a hey ho chivy, 
Hark forward, tantivy ! 


Poor ſtag ! the dogs thy haunches pore, 
"Tk | ah — ts face, - 
The hunter's pleaſure is no more, 
His joys were in the chace. 
Alike the ſportſmen of the town, 
| The virgin game in view, | 
And quite content to run us down, 
Then we in turn purſue, 
With our hey ho chivy, 
Hark forward, tantivy ! 


AIR.—Mrs. BILLIxXOTON. fn the ſame. 


ENTLE peace of mind, ah whither 
Haſt thou flown ? and, quickly thither, 
Contemplation hends her way : 


Lov'ſt thou in the grove to wander, 
Or where filent brooks meander, 
Tranquil happy let me ſtray. 


Should the buſy throng offend thee, 


Ah! let me, bleſs'd maid, attend thce, 
To thy ſhade my foul convey, 


THE 
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| "THE FORSAKEN MAID. By Miſs Witsox. 


(Tune——Still the lark finds repoſe.) 


'HEN young Damon was kind, 
Then my breaſt was at eaſe, 
No care in my mind, 
And each proſpett could pleaſe; 
But Damon is gone, 
And wherever I go, 
I ſtill figh and moan, | 
With a heart full of woe. 


y. Wien Damm was kind. 
y! | 
1 Come each rural maid, 

And pitty my caſe, 
Py love I'm betray'd, 

And robb'd of my peace; 
Each happineſs flowa, 

Forlorn J muſt go, \ 
And ſtill figh and moan, 

With a heart tull of woe. 


Come each rural maid. 


Once cheerful the dawn, 
T hail'd with delight, 
Each meadow and lawn, 
Gave rapture to fizkt; 
Now forſaken, alone 
Alas! I muſt go, 
To figh and to moan, 
Wich a heart full of woe. 


THE | Once cheerful the dawn, 
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O! ye hills and ye dales, 
And ye meadows ſo gay, 

Ye ſtreams and ye vales, 
Which your ſweets did diſplay ; 

No your charms are all gone, 

And all cheerleſs I go, 

Still to ſigh and to moan, 

With a heart full of woe. 


O ! ye hills and je dates. 


DRINKING SONG. A 


(Tune—When Freedom was Baniſh'd, &c. ) | 


\ N HEN Bacchus firſt planted the grape- hearing vine, 
He taſted the juice, and he call'd it Givine ; 

Then view mortals in grief and diſpair, 

He ſent . cup for {read — punk ; 

Soon ſorrow was fled from the great and the ſmall, 

For a draught of ſuch liquor ſoon cur'd them all; 

Elated with joy at a gift ſo divine, 

They bumber'd to Bacchus with heart-cheering wine. 


As ſoon as bright Phorbus had ſunk in the Weſt, 
To reſt till next morn on his Thetis's breaft, 
Each true friend to Bacchus repair'd to the tunn, 
To begin their libations at ſetting of ſun ; 
. or ſung a good ſong, 
The Joys of the night and their mirth to prolong ; 
With Momus and Comus they quaff d time away, 
And fix d on this motto, be happy and gay.” 
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To add to the joys which enliven the ſoul, 

Next punch was intended to fill the wide bowl; 

A —— ſo pleaſing it ſuited each taſte, 

And a toaſt, or a ſentiment, each grac d; 
Then the juice of the barley in was found, 
They call'd it Sir John, and they puſt'd it around, 


From this it is plain that wine, nd. and ftrong beer, 
Are always fy cient to drive away care. 


THE LASS NEAR PRIMROSE HILL, 


By Mr. Su1THn, of Hampſtead. 
(Tune Richmond Hill.) 


HE morning ſmil'd ſerenely gay, 
All nature beam'd delight, 
The a hail'd the birth of May, 
Each p n_ charm'd the fight 
Twas 2 ſaw a lovely - 4 
And think I ſee her till, 
In all the pride of youth diſplay'd, 
e laſs near Primroſe Hill. 


Health bloom'd the virgin's cheerful face, 


And mirth inſpir'd her ton 
Blyth as the goddeſs of the == - 


She tun d her artleſs ſong. 

How charming was the — maid, 
I think I fee her ſtill, 

In all the pride of youth diſplay'd, 
The laſs near Ls Hill. 
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Sweet ſung the linnet and the thruſh, © 
Upon the bending ſpray, As 1 
And vocal was each vernal buſh, | 


In rapture with the May ; * 
Enraptur d then I view'd the maid, N 
And think I fee her ſtill, | | 
In all the pride of youth diſplay'd, 
The laſs near Primroſe Fill. 


PARODY 
On O /ay Bonny Loſs.” 


TAYLOR, 
ISS Tippet, O fay, will you lie ina garret? 
And live with a taylor on cabbage and carrot ; 
When the ſeaſon approaches with cucumbers plenty, 
With me will you think you enjoy ev'ry dainty ? 
SEAMSTRESS. 


0 W Snip, I will certainly prove it, 

To live in a garret and think no more of it, 

Let me but have cabbage and cucumbers plenty, 

With you I ſhall think I enjoy ev'ry dainty. 
TAYLOR 

Yet you like yourneighbours ſometimes may be boaſting, 

hat fine at the fire a gooſe is a roaſting, 


For dear Dolly Tippet I never will fail her, 
If ſhe is but kind ſtill to Snip her own taylor. 
. $SEAMSTRESS., 
Yes, while you fit croſs-legg'd I'll trim up a bonnet, 
Or a hat, or a cloak, love, and think no more on it; 


And cabbage as well as yourſelf I will ſnip it, 
From the ſilk which I have for a cloak, or a tippet. 
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B OT H. 
With you then, my dear, I will lie in a rret, 
And live upon cucumbers, cabbage, and carrot ; 
As feaſons 282 and ſuch things are in plenty, 


Wich you I think I enjoy ev'ry dainty. 

| — e 
PEGGY of the GREEN. 

By Miſs CLaxx, of Cheltenham, 
(Tune—Kate of Aberdeen.) 


WII eaſy mein, and cheerful face, 
And inoffenſive mind, 
Peggy, with every native grace, 
v'd artieſs, unconin ; 
If up the hill, or in the vale, 
nymphs and ſwains were ſeen, 
: All join'd with kindly voice to hail, 
* Sweet Peggy of the green. 
| Her flock to tend was her delight, 
And oh 2 he 
wW d in her fight, 
She was as happy too; * 
To all agreeable confeſt, 
She conſtantly was ſeen, 
Yet love was ſtranger to the breaſt 
Of Peggy of the green. 2 
ating, Young Colin in the feſtive dance, 
Beheld the charming fair, 
And thought indeed a fide long glance 
Gave comfort ;—not diſpair. 
Yet doubt and fears his mind poſſeſs, 
And fighs oft intervene, 
onnet, Left love ſhould not his paſſion bleſs 
e on it; With Peggy of the green. 


19 
O nymph divine, the ſhepherd cry d! 


Believe my heart fincere ; 
Treat not my tenderneſs with pride, 
Be gay—but not ſevere. 
Soft love prevail'd, ſhe ſoon was kind, 
As ever nymph was ſeen ; | 
And at the church young Colin join'd 
With Peggy of the green. 


SONNET. By G. W. L. jun. 
On the following Lines of BUcHhANAN. 


1,—Qui te videt, beatus eft! 
2,—Beatlor, qui te audut!! 
3-—Qui baſiat te, ſemi Deus eſt !!! 
| 4+ —Qui te potitur, eſt Deus 111! 
HE who beholds thy charming face, 
Thy 8 breaſt; 
When beauty blends with ev'ry grace, 
Muſt be ſupremely bleft ! 
How bleſt that mortal who enjoys 
Thy facinating ſong ; 
To him all muſic elſe is noiſe, 
Tho' from a ſyren's tongue! 
A demi- god he ſurely is, 
Who . ally can flip, 
A tender ſoul difolving kifs 
From thy ambroſial lip ! ! ! 
But he who gains thee for a wife, 
And boaſts of all thy worth, 


Muſt be a Deity for life— 
Muſt be a God on Earth! !!! 
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THE ORIGIN OF GROG. 
(Tune—A plague of thoſe muſty old lubbers.)- 


ME liſten awhile to my ory, 
There's ſomething I wiſh to explain, 
Which when I have — it before ye, 
Perhaps may like it again; 
When Glos had - Ave you may think it, 
It always would ſet them agog, 
*Till Vernon, tis ſaid, | 
Who is long ago dead, 
No longer wan let them to drink it, 
And made all their beverage grog.. 


It 5 . at fam d Porto Bello: 
To humble the Dons of proud Spain, 
This whimfical old faſnion d fellow, | 
Who our glory would always maintain: 
When failors had rum you may think it, 
It always would ſet them agog, 
Till Vernon, 'tis- ſaid, 
Who is long ago. dead, 
No longer would let them to drink it, 
So mixt it with water—now grog. 


This mixture it made them to grumble; 
They vow'd they'd not hand, reef, or ſteer; 

But reaſon, it ſoon made them humble, 
Tho water at firſt it ſeem's queer; 
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For when they had rum you may think it, 
Their ſpirits it would ſet agog, 
Till Vernon, tis faid, 
Who is long ago dead, 
Infiſted with water to drink it, 


He wore an old program cloak,* fir, 
Which the ſailors all knew very well, 
And thus you may certainly note, fir, 
It is certainly true what I tell; 
cu at laſt for todrink it, 
Their ſpirits again were agog, 
00 © | 'S 1s fad,” © 
They cad Vernon, who's dead, 
From his grogram cloak you may think it, 
So the Iiquor it ſtill is call'd grog. 


THANKSGIVING HYMN for the KING's Recovery. 
By G. W. L. jun. (Tune—God fave the King.) 


H, God of comfort! deign 
To hear the humble ſtrain 
Which now we ſing; 
Kneeling before thy throne, 
Let us that mercy own, 
Which thou haſt lately thown 
To our bleſt King. 


a 
* * 
: . — _ 
— — — a - a 


»* Admiral Vernon uſually wore a grogram cloak in bad 
weather, from which che ſailors called him Old Grog; hence 
the name was transferred to the ſpirit and water, becauſe he 
was the firſt officer who ordered it in this manner, on board of 
his Majeſty's fhips, | 
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Grant him in peace and wealth, 
g to enjoy his health, 
od fave the King. 
O let thy mighty arm, 
Shield hum from ev'ry harm, 
O ſave from each alarm, 
George, our bleſt King. 


Here, while to thee we bend, 

Lord! let thy grace deſcend 
On filver wing! 

Let our glad hearts expreſs 

Our grateful happineſs ; 

Grant we may long. poſſeſs 


Great George, our King. 


Laud him, who once again, 
Rais d from the bed of pain, 
Our gractous King! 


Praiſe !—Praiſc the Lord on high, 


Sound his name to the ſky, 
PF And let all voices cry 
Long live the King ! 
8˙) N 
I DON'T CARE FOR MY MOTHER. 
| By W. H. G. of Staney Stratford. 
(Tune—— Young Jockey calls me his delight.) 
A S o'er the mead I paſs'd along, 
To milking in the morning ; 
3 Young Jockey with his cheecſul ſong, 
All caie and fear ſtill ſcorning ; 
in bad Gave me a kiſs, ſo kind and ſweet, | 
benen I ne'er had ſuch another; ; 
_ And then he was fo trim and neat, : 


I don't care for my mother, 
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For ſhe ftill chides me night and day, 
And ſo does my aunty; 

They ſay I am too free and gay, 
Too froward, and too flaunty. 

Yet while he ſays he will be true, 
I heed not one or t'other : 

While he is kind, I'll be kind too, 
I care not for my mother. 


With him I'll trace the mead and grove, 
All fearlefs, night and morning ; 

As youth's the ſeaſon made for love, 
Which never is returning. 

To church I'll go, when he will pleaſe, 
I vow, T ll have no other. : 

My aunt for me may ſcold and teaze, 
Indeed, fo may niy mother. 


A NEW NEGRO SONG. 
Ey Mr. Joynson, of Norwich, 
(Tune — Bobbin Joan.) 


E be one poor ſlave, brought into Barbado, 
Ven one piganiny, ſuch de cruel trado; 
ow me vetch and carry, now go here and dere, fir, 
Dey no let me reſt, dey for black man no care, fir. 


Tal de rol, de rel. 


Now chain'd like de horſe, and de weder hot, 
. Vipt along de road, poor negro go to pot; 

If me kaint or dying, ſtill _ — 4 
Devil take de driver, him always ſerve me ſo. 


Tol de rel, Ce, 


n 
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If me ſtay at home, ſtill me run about, fir, 
Now up, now down, now kick, now vip, now in and 
. ou?, fir; T | 
My maſta ſwear, my miſſa ſcold, if I no come de faſer, 

I could not be uſed vorſe, if old nick he was my maſſa. 
| ind Tei de ral, Sc. 


De peganinvs too, de littel boy and miſs, *fir, | 
Bey laugh and cat me name, and tump me wit dere 
fis, ſir; | | 
Yet me mutt not complain, poor negro muſt endure it, 

Alas! a well a-day, dere be no means to cure it. 
Tel de rol, S. 


All de night and dav, me be toiling, moiling, 

Never can be reit, but ever ſweat and broiling; 

Me, poor negro black, all dats hard be trying, 

White man uſe me ſo, me wiſh dat I vas dying. 

| Tel de rol, &. 


At —_— 


THE BATTLE ROYAL. By the ſame. | 


F E a country foothoy, I vow and proteſt, 

And but a ſhort time have acriv'd from the Weſt, 
1 Yet in London, altho' that my time has bern ſhort, 

— TI have been diverted yyith no little ſport. | 


| My maſter a buck, and a man of renown, 
de rol. Invited tagether ſome folks of the town ; 
There were ladies fo fine, beaux great and ſmall, 
All dreſt in high taſte, for to make up the ball. 
: Derry dunes 
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For a time they were pleaſant, quite happy and free, 
With ſongs, toaſts, and ſentiments, ſmart repartee; 
But wit muſt be manag d you know with great ſkill, 
Or it may be conilrued ſometimes to bad will. 

Derry down. 


T cannot tell how, or indeed what about, 
But ſome way or other, egad they fell out; | 
High words then took place, bac:.'d with very hard 


blows, 
And the ſcene quite chang'd, from dear friends to vile 
foes. | Derry downs. 


- The queſtion, reply, and the ſame o'er again, 

The nh * d, for all reaſoning 9 vain; 
With the noiſe, and the duſt of this fanciful route, 
And the wind that they rais'd put the candles all out. 

Derry down. 


Hats, bonnets, wigs, caps, were diſplac' d in the ſtrife, 


Such a ſcene I before ne'er beheld in my life ; 

For by order it was, I the candles re-lighted, 

And as I came in, was moſt terribly frighted. 
Derry downs 


A maiden of fixty had made an exchange, 

With a ſportſman, whoſe black bob appear'd very 
ſtrange; 

Her rin ww able, were ſeen on his head, 

If I could help laugbing, I wiſh I was dead. 


The order of faſhion went totally wrong, 
The councillor's three-tails appear d on Miſs Young ; 
While he with her head-dreſs ſuch humour diſplay d, 
I thought it, indeed, was 2 high maſquerade. 


H 


A. 


A. 


1 1 
THE LIFE OF A BLOOD. N G. W. L. jur. 


(Tune — The high-mettled racer.) 


F a neat little village, remote from all ſtrife, 


J paſs'd the firſt ſeventeen years of my life; 
When my father, a wealthy old ſquire, thought fit, 


To ſend me to London, and dub me a cit: 


With a ſlouch in my gait, and a lank head of hair, 
Lord, how all the Cocknies did giggle and ſtare! 

My heart was untainted, my looks were devout, 

And the Bloods of the town all proclaim'd me a Lov r. 


Reſolving to wipe off this ſcandalous name, 
And ſoar, like, a buck, on the pinions of fame; 
I ventur'd to take a trip over to France, 


Where I learn'd. to take ſnuff, ſwear, lye, rake, fence, 


and dance : 
Thus improv'd, I return'd to Old England once more, 
Here I bought a toledn and hir'd a w——e; 


Well lin'd were my pockets, elate was my heart, 
And the Bloods of the town proclatm'd me a SMarr. 


My daddy now died, and I ſqueez'd out a tear, 

Tho' he left me as good as five thouſand a year; 

My acquaintance encreas'd, and I gain'd w9ft renown, 
By ſeducing three girls, who are now on the town : 

T could drink, ſtab a character, roar out a catch, 

Break a lamp, beat a conſtable, bully the watch; 


Thus I mounted the climax with monfterons lucl, 


And the Bloods of the town all proclaim'd me a Bucs. 


At length my eſtates were all mortgag'd and ſeiz'd, 
My mem'ry decay'd, and my body diſeas d; 


| Deſerted by thoſe who had liv'd at my coft, 


My companions were ſharpers, and knights of the poſt : 


I learn'd to pick 
Paſs d my nights in a brothel, and ſometimes a ſty; 
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pockets, pack cards, cog a dye, 


By @ friend was arreſted, and thrown into jail, 
When, like a true Boop, I am ſeribbling my tale. 


CONSTANCY. By G. W. L. jan. 


(Tune How imperfect is expreſſion. ) 


W HILE the fair, intent on pleaſure, 
Slight the beauties of the mind; 

Man may ſeek the empty treaſure, 
But will waver like the wind; 

Would you wiſh to tame the rover, 
Virtuous be, and juſt and true; 

Then in man you'll find the lover, 
Conſtant then hell be to you. 


Liſten not to him who flatters, 
Deem his love a tale of art; 
Ev'ry word he ſweetly ſcatters, 
Will but wound thy honeſt heart: 
Rather chuſe a man of ſpirit, 
'True to love, to friendſhip true ; 
Kindly he'll reward thy merit, 
Conſtant he will prove to you. 


Let not ſplendour, dreſs and faſhion, 
Reign triumphat in thy heart; 
Virtue is the nobleſt paſſion, 

And can endleſs joys impart: | 
When the bloom of youth and beauty, 
Shall diffolve like morning dew ; 
Nan will think it ſtill his duty, 
To Le conſtant, to be true, 
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UNFORTUNATE BILLY, (Tune—Mrs. Caſey.) 


WY HEN Billy firſt to London came, 
To be the rolling kiddy; 
With leather breech and oaken cane, 
He thought himſelf the tippy : 
To cock his glaſs and tip the wink, 
He learn'd the genteel nicky ; 
For while his fob contain'd the chink, 
He was the rolling kiddy. 
With nine-inch flick, 
To be the lick, 
Reparr to London city ; 
There lip the wink, 
Ihen ve the chink, 
And roll about your dicky. 
To ſhuffle, cog, and throw the dice, 
He ſoon became the tippy ; 


With ladies fair to grace his fide, 


He'd prance about the city: 
To break a lamp, and beat the watch, 
The youth was apt and ready ; 
For while his pouch contains the caſh, 
He was the rolling kiddy. 
uh nine-inch flick, Ec, Te, 
At maſquerade, at plays, or ball, 
Our hero was the kicky ; 
He'd cock his glaſs, and view them all, 
Then roll about his dicky : 
Till leering Nan and Teddy Blink 
Had ſtagg'd the knowing laddy, 
They nurs'd the cull, and bon'd his chink, 
Then ſent him home to daddy. 
With nine-inch ſtick, 
No more the kick, 
Farewel to London city ; 
No more to wink, 
Far want of chink, 
Or rail about = dicky. 
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A FAVORITE AIR. 
Sung by Mrs. BILII ron, in the Czar, 


1 fain aſk you a this, but in ſteps a that, 
Ak! Why did you, truant, away from me go? 
Yet, not that I'm curious, but merely for chat, 
Tis only no harm to know it, you know. 


What lady detain'd you? I'm ſure ſhe was fair, 
Much taller than I am, perhaps full as low; 
No buſineſs of mine 'tis—what colour her hair, 
"Tis only no harm to know it, you know. 
Pray was ſhe demure ? Or coquetiſhly gay? 
"The voice of a cherub, or may be ſ. IF 


Her eyes, 1 don't aſk whether hazel or grey, 
*Tis only no harm to know it, you know. 


But one thing, O, tell me! No more then impart, 


Did'ſt give her what was not your own to beſto ss 


Tho ſure you'd not venture to giye her your heart, 
*Tis only no harm to know it, you know. 


A FAVORITE AIR. © 
Sung Mr. KELLY, in the Haunted Tower. 


Sur of my ſainted fire, 

wich ſucceſs my ſoul inſpire, 
Deeds of glory done by thee, 

In mem'ry's mirror now I ſee. 

Let the great example raiſe, 

Valour's pureſt, brighteſt blaze, 

Till the proweſs of my arm 

The eye of fickle conqueſt charm, 

And fame ſhall, when the battle's wen, 
Declare that I am all thy ſon. 


V 
An 
Ol, 
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How we honor our ſtandard, the Royal Oak Tree. 
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— irit of my ſainted fire, 
. With ſucceſs my ſoul inſpire. 
The inſpiration now I feel, 
The ardent glow of patriot zeal, 
Brighter proſpects now ariſe, 
The voice of conqueſt rends the ſkies. 


A FAVORITE SONG. 


Sung at the Royal Oak Lodge, in Commemoration of 
| RKI Nc ChARLES's RESTORATION. 


t Sov'reign, Charles, was driven 
from throne, 
And dar'd ſcarce call the kingdom or ſubject his own, 
Old Pindar, the miller, at the riſk of his blood, 
Hid the king of out iſle in the king of the wood. 
All Hall yield to the Royal Oak tree, 
Bend to the majeſtic tree; 
Secured was he who ſat on thee, 
In Summer, in Winter, in 
Tis acknow with each Britiſh tar; 
That the oak of our ſhips can beſt ſhield us from harm, 
Beſt beat off the foe, and Beſt ride out the itorm. 
Alt ball, Se. 
Then ye true ſons of Britian, together unite, 
And yield al yons Galle 6 Lee tad inde: 
Give mirth its full ſcope, that all nations may ſee, 


, Or in war, 


2E 3 All fall, c. 


1 


Then each fill his glaſs, and in chorus let's ſing, 

In praiſe of the Oak, that preſerv'd once our King; 

To old Miller Pindar, who preſerv'd Britain's crown, 

And ye =" to that Pindar, who'd pull our King 
own. 


All fall, Se. 


THE COMPLAINT.# 
By Miſs Maynard, (Tune —The Wedding Day.) 


HEN Philomel ſweeten'd the ſtilineſs of night, 
And labour had left off its toil, 
And Cynthia her beams ſpread around with delight, 
'The traveller's care to beguile ; TRI 
Poor Colin, forlorn, fought the ſycamore's ſhade, 
Once known for the happieſt ſwain, I 
And of an ungrateful, yet beautiful maid, 
The ſhepherd was heard to complain. 


O! hard-hearted Phillis, fevere and unkind, 
To one who was conſtant and true ; | 

You certainly knew all the truth of my mind, 
That Colin lov'd no one but you : 

How oft as the morning its beauties diſplay'd, 

I met you with joy on the plain; | 

Tho' now you have left me, a falſe- hearted maid, 

And treat me with flight and diſdain. 


Ah! why was you pleas'd, when I danc'd on the green ? 
| Ah! why when J ſung did you ſmile ? 
Why fit at my fide, both at morning and e en, 
Alas! my poor heart to beguile: 


A. _ 
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» This little elegant production is a firſt attempt. 
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When your hand lock d in mine, as we walk d in the 


My — you did not diſdain ; 


| But ſeem'd to encourage the ſweetneſs of love, 


Tho' now I am left to complain. 


No rover was I, like to other gay youth, 
Who court, and who flatter each fair ; 
I lov'd you with honor, ſincerity, truth; 
And thought you as tender as fair : 
But now you have left me to ſigh in the ſhade, 
A hapleſs diſconſolate ſwain ;- 
Oh, Phillis! Oh, Phillis! thou falſe-hearted maid, 
Of you I muſt ever complain. 


A FAVORITE NEW SONG. 
By J. L. of Newbery. (Tune—Corn rigs are bonny.} 


1 ſmiling morn declar'd the May, 
When firit I met my Polly; 
No damſel e er appear'd ſo gay, 
And 2 * ve were folly: 
Along and thro' the grove, 
We heard the lark quite early; 
Aud there I vow'd my truth to prove, 
I lov's the laſs ſincerely. 


We climb d the miſty mountain's brow, 
To view the charms of nature ; 
Each look above, and look below, 
Was charming to _ creature ; 
3 


CHORUS, Morn and night, nig 


( $4-]. 
The gentle zephyrs fan'd the trees, 
The ftreams they ran quite Oy Z 
And more my tender Poli to pleaſe 
I vow'd I lord 1 


We left the hill, and ſought the vale; 
Where flow rets round were ſpringing, 
Perfumes were wafted in the gale, 
And birds molt ſweet were ſingi 
The rural cot, where'woodbines 
Inviting was moſt clearly ; 
And there again I told the maid, 
I lov'd her moſt fincerely. 


The morn, the noon, the ſilent night, 
I range along with Polly ; 
And ſtill her charms appear more bright, 
. And not to love were 
To wed [ ſaid I was inclin'd, 
She is too, I fee clearly; 
I'm not aſham'd to tell my mind, 
I love the laſs "fon 4g 


Happy Im with Pally ; 
And I ſhall ever bleſs the 


I ff bebeld thy . 
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un GROTTO WAS THE SWEETEST PLACE. 


In Inkle and Yarico. 
C UR club room was a jolly place, N | 


9 


Where punch and wine each night wagflowing; 


Joy beam'd i - ev'ry happy face, _ 
While round the bumper it was ping 5 


"Twas there we met to drink our 


Friend Tom, I think upon it ſtill. 


But when the rude 


J 


"Twas there we tun d the jocund ſong, 
Care to each one was then a ſtranger; 

For mirth the moments did prolong, 
Without the leaſt of fear or danger: 

"Twas only call about and fill, 

Friend Tom, I think upon it till, 


Tho' many of our friends are 
And left us here, alas! 3 
Yet ftill good liquor is our own, 
And mirth may ſet the table roaring : 
Yet I muſt own with right good will, 
My friends, I think upon them till. 


A NEW SEA SONG. op 
(Tune—Looſe every fail to the breeze.) 


A Thomas to India is bound, | 
1 My heart fails along with my dear; 
The world ſhould he circle around, 
I know he's a ſtranger to fear. 


know that he's honeſt and true, 
And ſo to his Poll will remain; 
And Providence keeping in view ; 
Will fafely return him again. 


- When I hear the wild winds bellow loud, 


My boſom is fill'd then with fear; 
Secluded I fly from the crowd, 
To weep for the fate of my dear. 


zeſt is o'er, 
And clouds no more darken the ſky'; 


: I fancy him ſafely on ſhore 


While tenderneſs beams in each eye. 


1 


Away with each doubt and each fear, 
No more I Il give way to alarms; 
But patiently wait for my dear, 
Then harbour him ſafe in my arms. 


BUNBURY's COUNTRY CLUB. 
By Mr. Oaxman,——(Tune—Derry down.) 


A? ſociety ſweetens the pleaſures of life, 
And good company baniſhes trouble and ſtrife; 


Where conviviality's conſtantly known. 


To paſs over others, of one I ſhall ſing, 


Where each member that's preſent is as great as a king: 


By Bunbury's genius, moſt charming difplay'd 
*Tis a country club, by his pencil puurtray'd. 
- The room for the purpoſe, convenient and neat, 

For the heads of the pariſh intended to meet; 
The parſon,. the farmer, the lawyer you ſee, 
Are come to regale with good-humour and glee. 
Der down. 
With his watch in his hand, the attorney you-view, 
Who in eating and drinking was punctual and true; 
Thoꝰ the ſupper is coming, he ſeems to upbraid 
The landlord, becauſe it too long was delay d. 


Derry down, 


There are clubs of all ſorts, both in country and town, 


Derry down, 


Ihe ſubject diſc 
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The doctor, who is to old faſhion a friend, 

His hat to hang up, does his arm forth extend; 
Quite placid and mild in his manners is ſeen. 
Which proves that his conſcience is calm and ſerene. 


Derry du aun. 


A group now 1 where the captain and ſquire, 
Agriculture an 


produce of Nature admire; 
The ſchoolmaſter prim, ſtands on tip- toe behind, 
* to keep in his min. 
Derry down. 
For he, a retailer of other folks wit, 


Next night below ſtairs may with confidence fit ; 
With village mechanics, his wiſhes to crown, 


And make them believe all he ſays is his own. 


| 3 Derry downs 
In making of punch, is the parſon employed, 
A liquor Sith Thich he can — be cloy d; 
But look in his face, or but look at his belly, 
And each that he's fond of good liquor will tell ye. 
; Derry downs i 


And where is the harm? ſure there's none can appear, 
Since with all caaks of life it is practisꝰd tis clear ; 
With the rich, and the poor, the great and the ſmall, 
If it is to be had, will good living have all. 


Derry down 
Then let us in chorus applaud the deſign, 


Good eating and drinking, good punch and good wine; 
And each thro” the nation, the theme ſtill prolong, 


Of heatty good fellow ſhip — ſo ends my fong. 


Derry downe 
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LOVE FOR LOVE. 
A New Sox. By Mr. Jonnson. 
; Tune—How ſweet's the love that meets return.) 


HEN Flora round her mantle ſpreads, 
And flow'ret paint the ſmiling meads ; 

V hen ſweet the choriſters of Spring, 

Among the groves are heard to fing; 

And from the ſoft and coving dove 

Fs heard the note of love for love. 


*Tis then with Phillis that I ſtray, 
As innocent as lambkins play; 

Now ſech the happy woodbira ſhade, 
And view the ſcene around diſplay 'd ; 
There ev'ry tender with improve, 
And taſte þ & ſweets of love for love. 


There oft the moments to prolong, 
I tune my pipe or raiſe the ſong 


While from her kind and — eye, 
I find fond tenderneſs reply; 


And all the ſweets of life I prove, 
For Phillis gives me love for love. 


A NEW SONG. 
(rane Deny down.) 


vw ' OULD you wiſh for to know how mankiod ar 
abſur d, 


View the ſine fan I'd tonſor with ruffles and ſword ; 
See bob-wigs and bags, ſhort queues and long carrot, 
With ma'am in her hoop, ſtepping down from a garret, 


Derry downs 


Tis 
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See the delicate ſprouts that from cabbage do flow, 


Tho' it mars many bucks, yet it forms a new beau; 
For ſnip's a gallant, with his fine cabbag'd ſkirt, 
Two ruffles he'll ſhew, without e er a ſhirt. 


Derry downs 
There's the high mettlꝰd beauty, and Billingſgate queen, 


The boxers ſo knowing, and ſharper ſo keen; 


They'll each knock you down, fir, and think it no fin, 
With their tricks and manceuvres, to take the flats in. 


Derry down. 


VARIETY. A New Soo. 
(Tune Bow] ow.) 


E ſing you a ſong, both cunning, true and pretty, 


"Tis of a little ſharking dog, that dwells within the 
city ; 


This cunning dog is ſeen around in every ſociety, 
And if you wiſh jo know his name, faith it is Variety. 


Bow, wow, Ec. 


At city feaſt, or Lord Mayor's ſhew, mongſt ev'ry rank 
and ftation, | | 
'Tis he alone delights the ear, and pleaſe the inclination ; 
- The poet that would wiſh to pleaſe, and touch the feel- 
my ny # | 
Muſt dip his pen within the ſtream that's flowing with 


* . 


Bow, wow, Ec. 
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This pretty little witty dog, ſo known among the fair, fir, | 
Ts ſeen as much in Mrs. Tag, as in the young Belair, ſir; 
In church or ſtate, midſt young or old, in phyſic or in 


iety, 
Tis all the ſame, for life's no more, than taſting of 
variety. Bow, www, Ec. 
Cm O— 
V. 
AIR. Introduced by Mrs. BILLIG TON, in the Czar, 
x 4 HE prince, unable to conceal his pain, 
Gaz'd on the fair, | A 
| Who caus'd his care, 
And figh'd, and look'd, and figh'd again. | p 
At length with love and wine at once oppreſs'd, 
The vanquiſh'd victor funk upon her breaſt. V. 


— — — CC _—— 3 
PARODY—Ox, Taz CnAAM ING FELLOW, | 


EH ſober mortals call me ſot, 
Or railing, ſcold, and bellow ; | 
To me there's nought like pipe and pot, 
With a true-hearted fellow. 


Give me the ſpa kl ug bowl and glaſs, = 
With liquor ſtout and mellow; * 

I aſk no more, let fortune paſs, * 
But a true hearted fellow. 


When J hare loſt my vital breath, 
Let Bacchus ring my knello ; 

I'd wiſh to meet that monſter death, 
As a true-hearted fellow, 
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A FAVOURITE AIR. 


Sung by M. Cnovcn, is the Haunted Tower. 


HO pity I cannot deny, . 
At? bas will that s 2b you? 
Alas! I dare not ho a 
For hope too ſure wou d fail 
Think when the flatterer ſhall deceive, 
In vain you will repent you ; 
Yet ſhould you hope without my leave, 
* Fis true I can't prevent you. 


My hand directed to beſtow, 


In England here I'm landed; 


And daughters always act, you know, 


Juſt as they are commanded. 


Then let not flattering hope deceive, 


5 Or elſe you will. repent yon; 


hope without my leave, 
Tis true I can't prevent you. 


Yet ſhou'd you 


6. 


BURLESQUE ON 


« Since Kathleen's prov'd ſo untrue.” 


4 GINCE nooght's to be done without 


To London, III inſtantly trip; 
$ In town for to be a great man, 
Tu cabbage a yard where I can. 
Tu kiſs and TI toy with the fair, 
My ftick I will ewirl in the air; 
Nich cabbage and cucumber ſprig, 
I'll ſtrut in my natty * 


Snip, 

Tel de ral, O. 
Tel de ral, Se. 
Tal de ral, Sc. 
Tol de ral, Se. 


Tol de ral, c. 
Tol de ral, &c. 
Tol de ral, Cr. 


| Tl de ral, E.. 
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At the play I will cut a great daſh, | To/ de ral, Sc. 
Make love to ſome fair with the caſh ; Tol de ral, Sc. 
II bully the watch without fear, Tol de ral, &c. 
And giggling, ogle and ſneer. Tol de ral, c. 


Tf a challenge ſhould come to my ears, Tal de ral, &c, 
FI gird on my needle and ſhears ; Tal de ral, Sc. 
You know if poor Snip ſhould be lain, Tol de ral, Sc. 
There's no bur the ninth of a man Tal de ral, Ee. 


A FAVORITE AIR. 
Sung by Mrs. Mouxralx, iz the Czar, 
(Tune—Highland Laddie.) 


IX birth-day cloaths the lilies fine, 
Tall footman, page, and turban blacky; 3 
They have their wiſh, and T have mine, 
In you my pretty Jittle Applejacky. 
Oh! my fanny, cunning queery ; 
My ſmug ſnug ſmiling coaxing 
So ſweet you kiſs'd, 
Could I reſiſt 


'The hand of my pretty little Applejacky ? 


You courted in your dancing pumps, 
And three-cock'd hat, you ly pigs ſniggy 3 3 
Ycu got me at a game of romps, 
And in the fire I threw your wiggy. 
Oh! my pretty, Ec. 


I wanted what old boys can ſpare, 
You, what a young girl never miſſes; 

What each have got now both may ſhare, 
So I have caſh, and you have 

Oh ! my funn Js Se. 
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24 A NEW HUNTING SONG. 

tc. | by 

| * in PARSLEY'S ite Pantomime of the 
Oe. Vite Fairy. 

Oc. (rune—Dinprn, s Bachelor's Hall.) The words by 
Oc. M. Coxc AN RR. jun. 

„Oc. 


„Ec. 1 ſlow riſing morn glads the top of the hill, 
N And cheers by 3 its rays the ſoft murmuring ill; 
The tinkling fold falutes the new day ; 


And Phoebus delights by the beams of his ray; 
The cock's cheertul voice is the clarion of morn, 
And echo revibrates the huntſman's ſweet horn. 
Hark, the lark—hark, the lark— 
Hark, the lark on the ſpray, 
„ 


| The chimes of the village now * the clown, 
| The *fquire takes his rouſe from a ſoft bed of down; 


The bunters ſtart up, each his w ives a crack, 
Then ſaddle their horſes, 1 *. 9 ack; 


| Their muſical halloo, the hounds in full cry, 
We fercit out puſs, for the victim muſt die. 
While the thruſh on the buſh, 
In concert unites, 


And adds to the pleaſures that crown our delights. 


The — of the day lead us home to the bowl, 
And ſeſtivity's board ſmokes for each jovial ſoul ; 
The bottle we crack, the rich nectar we quaff, 

And mirth in his train brings the jeſt and the laugh; 
Till Somnus ſpread o'er us his mantle of peace, 

And the 1 notes bid our jolity ceaſe. 

ark, how ſweetly—how ſweetly 
Her fong cheers the night, 
han Luna delighted redoubles her l oht. 


F 2 


We 


03. 
THE ROMAN VETERAN. 
Written aud ſung by Mr, CoLLixs., 


M Fortnne—how ſtrangely thy gifts are awarded, 
How much to thy ſhame, thy caprice is recorded; 


Since the wiſe, great, and good, of thy frowns ſeldom 


ſcape any, 
Witneſs poor Belifarius who beg d for a half a 
Date obolum— Date obolum, 
Date abolum Beliſario. 


He whoſe fame for true valour was ſpread far and | 


wide, fir, BY 
Who none but his country true praiſe e er denied, fir; 
By his poor faithful dog, was thro' Rome's city led, fir, 
1th one foot in the grave forc'd to beg for his bread, fir, 
obolum, Oe. 


A young Roman Knight, as he chanc d to paſs by, fir, 
"ſhe ol 


ſoldier's A at once caught his eye, fir; | 
he he 


His purſe in his drop'd with a tear, fir, 
While the ver nns fad ſtory attracted his ear, fir, 


Date obolu im, Oe. 


I have fought, I have bled, Ihave conquer d ſor Rome, fir, | 


I have crown'd her with laurels, which for ages will 
bloom, fir; 
From her — > 2 dominion, I have -rais'd her to 
wer, fir, 

I eſpous d her for life, and diſgrace is my dower, fir. 

| g Date obolum. Se. 
ſoldiers e er loſt by attacking at random, 
Oicdories enſur d by a nil deſperandum; 


That my ſoul's darling aim was, pro publico bono. 
= 4 0 | hy obalum, Gt, 


But whenever I fought made both friend and foe know, 


1 no 


Nor 
Nor 
Hav. 


Nor 
Has 
For | 
Blinc 


Now 


Who 


| Alth 
The 


But i 
He a 
He n 


That 
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I no colonies loſt by attempts to enſlave them, 
Nor of their free rights ever wiſh'd to bereave them; 
Nor to bow down theirnecks to my pride or my pleaſure, 
Have an empire divided or waſted its treaſure. 
| Date obolum, Sc. 


Nor yet to enrich or enoble myſelf, ſir, 


Has my glory been tarniſh'd by baſe views of pelf, ſir; 

For ſuch ſordid defigns I've fo far been from carving, 

Blind and old I've no choice but of begging or ſtarving. 
Date avslum, Cc. 


Now if hero or ſtateſman, ſhould hear this narration, 
Whoſe deeds have been ever for the good of the nation; 


Altho' feeble and blind ſhould like me grope his way, ir, 
| The light ſun-bcams of virtue [hall turn night today, fir, 


| | Date avalum, Tc. 
But if wanting that light at the cloſe of life's ſpark, fir, 


| Heatleugih comes to rake the great leap in the dark, fir; 


He may with, while his friends wring their hands round 
his bed, fir, 


| That like poor Bclifacius he'd beg for his bread, fir. 


Dale abolum, Sc. 


THE GREENWICH PENSIONER. 
NAW SonG,—DPy Mr. DiBbin., 


»TF\WAS in the good ſhip Rover 
© I ſail'd the world ne 
And for three years and over, Mo 
[ nc'er touch'd Britith ground; 4 
At length in England landed, 7 


I left the roaring main, g 
Found all relations ſtranded, 
And went to ſea again. 
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„ 


That time bound trait to Portugal, 
Right fore and aft we bore, 

And when we made Cape Ortugal, 
A gale blew off the ſhore ; 

She lay ſo it did ſhock her, 

= log upon the main, 

Till fav'd trom Davy's locker, 

We put to ſea again. 


Next in a frigate ſailing, 
Upon a ſqually night, 
Thunder and light'ning hailing 
The horrors of the Fo ht; 
My precious limb was lopp'd off, 
I, when they eas d my pain, 
Thank'd God I was not popp'd off, 
And went to fea again. 


Yet ftill I am enabled 
To bring up in life's rear, 
Altho' I am quite diſabled, 
And lie in Greenwich tier ; 
The King, God bleſs his royalty, 
Who Bd me from the main, 
II praiſe with love and loyalty, 
But never to ſea again. 


BURLESQUE ON « MA CHERE AMIE.” 


By S. PrERSOx, Eſq. of York. 


H dear a'me, what ſhall I do? 
Sue loves not me, yet 1 love Sue; 
Whene'er my torments I diſcloſe, _ 
Che pouts hes lips, and cocks her noſe. 
On dear a'ne——Uh dear a'me, 


AE. 


ane. 


8 


Acteon is ſtarted with hound and with hora, 
To ſniff the freſh breeze that exhales the gay morn ; 


N 
17 ] 


Ale tempts not me, nor rareſt meat, 
For I can neither drink nor eat; 
Nought can I do but whine and ſigh, 
And moan, and groan, and rave and cry. 
Oh dear a'me Oh dear ame. 


Come pretty piſtol, ſhining ſword, 
Come fiſh-pond deep, tough hempen cord ; 
Come ſtrong ratſbane, ſome pity thew, 

Oh end a hapleſs lover's woe. 

Os dear &'me——— Ob dear ane. 
/, Fd Fi me 


DAPHNE anxop MYRTILLO. By Mr. W. 
(Tune—How ſweet in the woodlands, &c.) 


H OW ſweet with my charmer to kiſs and to toy, 
Beneath the ſoft banner of Venus's joy; 

There beauty unites while fond pleaſures renew, 

For Daphne, fair Daphne, is conſtant and true. 


Aſſiſt me, ye lovers, the nymph to diſplay, 

More ſweet than the violet or we Ye. in May; 
May Fortune ſtill crown her with pleaſure and eaſc, 
For Dapine's delight is Myrtillo to pleaſe. 


— 


A NEW HUNTING SONG. By the ſame. 
(Tune—To horſe, my brave boys, and away.) 


EE Dian triumphant has mounted her car, 
While Echo's ſhrill clangor reſounds froin afar ; 


Then rouſe from your couches, to horſe and away, 


Ne er flag, brother ſportſinen, for gods lead the way. 
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The chace now begins, hark the hounds in full cry, 

Reſounding {ſweet echo that pierce the blue ſky ; 

Aurora pceps forth and enlivens the day, 

While warbling choriſters chirp on each ſpray. 
Then rouſe from your couches, to beak and away, |} 
Ne'er flag, brother ſportſmen, for gods lead the way. | 


See the ſtag from the thicket now ruſhes with ſpeed, 
And the huntſmen purſue with the high mettled ſteed; 
While Dian fits ſmiling, the gods all attend, 
The ſtag is entangled, the chace has an end. 
Then rouſe from your couches, to horſe and away, 
Ne'erflag, brother ſportſmen, when gods lead the way. 


A TRIP TO GRETNA GREEN, 
(Tune — Jockey to the fair.) 


WZ s in the flow'ry month of May, 
When Nature blooms on ev'ry ſpray, 
And lambkins fondly ſport and play, 
To grace the ſylvan ſcene; 
That pretty miſs firit form'd the plan, 
To leave papa and chiding mam; 
In chaiſe and four with dear footman, 
To trip to Gretna Green. 


The youth was form'd with ev'ry grace, 
Tall, blooming, gay, with lovely face, 

Sure ne'er before in worlted lace, 

Was ſuch a charmer ſeen ; 
The night ſerene, the cout was clear, 
When pretty miſs with loving dear, 
det off with haſte, and full career, 

To trip to Gretna Greens 


** 


1 69 ] 


The morning come, and plot is blown. 

The cage is open, and bird is flown, 

But whather, is by no one known, 
Lud, what a curious ſcene! 

Mamma in fits, while ancient prig, 

In fucy tears his powder'd wig,. 

And with grim paſſion monſt rous big, 
Sets off for Gretna Green. 


Before old ſquare-toes reaches near, 


He meets the beau and lovely dear, 


Returning back in full career, 


From hymen's flow'ry ſcene ; 
Stop thief, he cries ; the work is done, 
My dear papa, we are coming home, 


For we have taſted joys that come, 


From pleaſant Gretna Green. 


A FAVORITE TRIO. 


Sung by Mr. KELLY, Miſs Romanzint, and 


Mrs. CRO ck, in: the Haunted Tower. 


GAlNsS T the ſhaft of cruel fate, 
1 Why cannot virtue prove a charm ; 
And of her blind miſguided hate, 
Capricious Deſtiny diſarm. 


Yet who engag'd in Virtue's cauſe, 
To tread her paths wou'd fear confeſs; 
And on the road reluctant pauſe, | 
Recauſe it leads not to ſucceſs. 


= 
A NEW COMIC SONG. By Mr. G. L. 
(Tane—Of all the pretty flowers, &c.) 
I AM a little Jew poy, that ftroll about the ſtreet, 


I'll ſhew to you an honeſt face, but yet I love to ſheat, | 


To be ſhure I do, &c. 
Vid my box at my back, and my ſpectacles in caſe, 


I'll ſheat you of your monies, and ſtare you in the faſhe. | 


'To be ſhure I vill, &c. 


Buy my buttons and buckles, they te very ſheap-and good 


But cent per cent's the intereſt by Iſrael unterſtood. 


o be ſhure it is, &c, 


I have rollers for your hair, and pomatums ſho nice, 
"Tis very good, and very fine, and very low de price. 


To be ſhure it is, &c, | 


Iſh of the tribe of Levi, who thinks it not a ſhin, 


To ſheat you cent per cent, and take the Chriſtains in. 
To be ſhure we don't, &c. 


Come ſhet us down to tables, and give us knife and fork, | 
If you vil call it muttons, why den ve'll eat your pork.| 
To be ſhure we vill, &c. 


(Tune—See the roſy morn appearing.) 


SER the lovely roſe adorning, 

Fair Roſetta's heaving breaſt; 

Opening ſweets perfume the morning, 
Flora ſets ſupremely bleſt, 
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Nature ſmiles around the bower, 

Where theſe happy lovers meet; 
Warbling zephirs join the choir, 
To ſalute the ambroſial treat. 


Nought is ſeen but joy and pleaſure, 
While they ſhare the-genial kiſs ; 

Beauty 1s a fading treaſure, | 
Virtue only leads to bliſs. PO 


| A FAVORITE AIR. 
Sung by Mr. KELLY, in the Haunted Tower. 


HO” time has from your lordſhip's face 
Made free to ſteal each youthful grace, 
Yet why ſhould you deſpair ? 
Old buſts oft pleaſe the connoiſſeurs, 
So folks of taſte, perhaps like yours, 
And that removes your care. 


"Tis true that filly girls believe 
In joys that youth alone can give, 
But why ſhould you defparr ? 
"Tis folly governs youth, you know, 
And ſo far young you ſoon may grow, 
So that removes your care, + 


Whate'er your faults, in perſon, mind, 

{However groſs) you chance to find, 
Yet why ſhould you deſpair? 

Of flattery you muſt buy advice, 

You're rich enough to pay the price, 
So that removes your care. 


i 9. 1 
BURLESQUE ON 


<c A clerk I was in London gay.” 


LASS I was in London town, 
And ſkilful at my needle, 
And to be gay, I lov'd I own, 
rrp twankum, JOE ; : 
I d with ribbons gay, 
0 — could — 4 
Yet ſimpering in my ſhop all day, 
| I conſtant plied my needle. 


1 was fo ſmart, and debonair, 
Crinkum, crankum, creedle; 
Thaggittle Cupid, I declare 
Once made me break my needle : 
A gentleman all over lace, 
With artful fpeech and wheedle, 


Sa charm'd me with his drefs and grace. 


He won my tweedle, tweedle. 


J liv'd ſo ſplendid for a while, 
Bankum, twankum, tweedle, 

No care I thought could me beguile, 
Fiddle, faddle, feedle ; 

At laſt, my loye be went —— 
4 — fg gh and f. 

And left poor me to L 
Fiddle. faddle, 2 


Ales! forlorn, Iam forc d to rove, N 


No longer pl needle; 
The lafling cares ? of 

Sickly, ſadly, ſeedle; 
Was I but in a ſhop again, 


My mind there's none ſhould 22 


I'd try with prudence to. obtain, 
My living with my needle. 


ife to pres, * 


ab Sad. wed £0 tt Lf Ao. — , 


| *Till Hymen's ſoft bands with feliciry 
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A FAVORITE NEW SONG. Zy Mr. W. 
(Tune—When William at Eve, &c.) 


| UV HEN Nancy, , my fair, met me down onthe lawn, 


The warbling choriſters ſung ; 
Kind Nature reviving, enliven'd the dawn, 


While the graſs with rich dew-drops were hung. 


We trudg'd it along thro” the meadows ſo gay, 


Where Nature unfolded her charms ; 


And Echo's ſoft notes, that were heard from each foray, 


Gave to Venus's joy. freſh alarms. 


My Nancy was kind, nor my paſſion difown d. 
But ſooth's ev'ry fear with mes * 


— ’1u— apt 


ANOTHER. By the ſane. 
(Tune—Such force have Female Volunteers. | 


9 lovely dear, with you [I'll go, 
Nor fear to face the daring foe ; 
But gladly every danger ſhare, 
With my ſweet F Volunteer. 


Let thunders roll and lightnings fly, 


While low'ring clouds obſcure the ſky ; 
My heart wa know no abject fear. 


With: my ſweet Female Volunteer. 


'Then haſte, my dear, let's hence away, 
I'll never from my charmer ſtray ; 
But Fortune's fate I'll freely ſhare, 
With we ſweet Female Volunteer. 
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Life's but a voyage on the ſeas, 

And mine ſhall be my Sall to pleaſe;; 
Connubial joys I'll gladly ſhare. 
With my ſweet Female Volunteer. 


> 


JEMMY AN BETSY, 


(Tune—Sandy's Ghoſt.) 


HE ſun had rear'd its glittering beams, 
. Declining under yon eaſtern hill, 

'To the flowing filver ſtreams, 

When 


| — . rill; 
ely Jemmy ſighing ſtray d, 
Beneath the tas wl =, ww" 
"There fancy caught the lovely maid ; 
But flattering phantoms ſoon will fade. 
Ah! cruel maid, the youth exclaim'd, 
In deepeft ſorrow now I mourn ; 
No friendly tear my woe conitrain, 
'But clos'd in filent anguiſh burn ; 
Say, Betſy, wilt thou ne er be kind? 
Nor ſtop the ceaſeleſs flowing tear? 
'The phantom ceas'd, his lighten'd mind 
Gaz'd round, but ſaw no Betſy there. 


O cruel fate, no more to taſte 
The fragrant balmy ſweets of love, 
Reclus'd — leaſure's ſilken waſte, 
I'll wander in the ſilent grove; 
But ſoft, and 74 to ſeal his bliſs 
The lovely blooming nymph a : 
His boſom glow'd to T ihe kb 
That vanquiſh'd all his abjeR fears. 
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E 
SANDY axp JENNY. 
(Tune—Down the Burne and thro the Mead.) 


A Sandy tript it o'er the lawn, 

In aw his comely plaidy dreſt, 
He ſaw young Jenny at the dawn, 

In aw her native ty bleſt ; 
Love and pleaſure tauld his mind, 

Sweeteſt creature, of all nature, 
Sandy's bra, if Jenny's kind. 

As Sandy tript it, Cc. 

Gentle maiden of the mill, 


Let the high bred laſſes gay, 

Snood their cocornoncis fine, 
Jenny ſmiling as the May, 

Tho' ſhe's fimple, is divine; 
She alone can pleaſe my mind, 

Sweeteſt creature of all nature, 
Sandy's bra, if Jenny's kind. F 
| Let the high, Ee. 
Sweet content ſurrounds her cot, | 

Where the woodbine blows, 
Love! let Jenny be my lot, 

She is ſweeter than the roſe ; 
She alone can pleaſe my mind, 

Sweeteſt creature of all nature, 
Sandy's bra, if Jenny's kind. | 

G 2 Saveet content, fc, 


4 
MARIA. By Mr. San p ERS, of Worceſter. 


Tune Sleep: on, ſleep on, my Kathleen dear.) 


MP9 kind, attend my lay, 
And think the verſe ſincere ; 

Which to your merit now I pay, 
And you may deign to hear : 

For truth ſhall ſanctify my ſong, 
Which flows to love and you; 

And morn and eve, the theme prolong 
To prove that I am true. 


Bright as the morn with ev'ry grace, 
— You ſtill appear to me; 

Beauty and youth adorn thy face, 
fairer I can ſee : 

But M I prize above the reſt, 
makes me doat on you; 

Is that dear tenderneſs of breaſt, 

Which is to me fo true 


The moments, hours, weeks, and days; 


Which fleet away with time; 

Seem all too ſhort to count thy praiſe, 
Which aſks a bard ſublime : 

But yet tho' fimple is my verſe, 


Which now I ſend to you; | 
Each one ſhall ſay what I rehearſe, 
Is evidently true. 


FALSE HEBE. By Mr. Bacnar. 
(Tune II told my love, I told her true.) 
N Berkſhire once I ſaw a laſs, 
Who did all other nymphs ſurpaſs; 


She was as blith as birds in May, 
And innocent as lambkins play. 
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Hebe ſcem'd charming in her ſmile, 
Which did my artleſs heart beguile ; 
So kind, fo frolick, and ſo free, 
Above the world ſhe was to me. 


With her I hail'd the happy dawn, 

With her I trac'd the dewy lawn; 
be riſing ſun the evening ſhade, 

Still ſaw me happy with the maid. 


Alas! that happineſs is o'er, 

She's fled—and 1 ſhall ſmile no more; 
Has acted an ungrateful part, 

And left to ſorrow my poor heart. 


THE SAILOR's FAREWEL. By Mr. Hupsov. 
(Tune — Poor Jack.) | 


* in vain for to wimper, dear Nan, d'ye ſee, 
Or think on the dangers abroad; 


For my heart it is wedded to freedom and thee, 


But freedom at preſent's the word: 20 
Come, weep then no more, but to fate be teſign'd, 
Hark ! Glory reſounds from afar; 


wren danger ſurrounds us, there's ſomething you mind, 


That preſerveth the life of a tar. 


Farewel then, dear Nan, fee the pendant is rear'd, 


And hoavur and liberty call; 
Away with baſe fear, not a ſigh malt be heard, 
Or tear from my charuer inuit fall: 


| "Tis our honour and duty, to guara «hat we prize, 


Come, incjlinates, and jun in the cheer ; 
Let's puſu round the cann, au ail danger deſpiſe, 
For a ſailor's protected from fear. 
G 3 | 
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1 2 at al dangers, when fighting for thee, 


jovially bumper my cann ; 

Should — even come, why they Il inſtantly flee, 
When I think on the charms of my Nan 
For England and thee, will I gladly embrace 

My fate without ſhrinking or fear ; 
My heart ſhall be true, and my brow will I grace, 
And crown with the charms of my dear. 


A FAVORITE AIR. 
Szrg by Mrs. CRoucn, iz the Haunted Tower. 


Hen, huſh; ſuch counſels do not give, 
A lover's name profaning ; 
And can her heart deceit adviſe, 


Wherever mighty love is reigning ? 


Diſſimulation's path you've trod 
Too oft to go aſtray; 

And whilſt to me, you point the road, 
Vour footſteps mark the way. 


THE M˖ILES OF CHLOE. I/ Mr. Oax NA! 
(Tune — Sweet Poll of Plymouth.) 


'* HE bluſhing morn ſerenely gay, 
Shin'd ds in the Eaſt ; 
The ſkylark hail'd * birth of May, 
In all its glory dreſt:: 
W hen as I tript along the mead, 
And meant to croſs the ſtile; 
Sweet Chloe there I ſaw indeed, 
She met me with a ſmile. 
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e. The fertile landſcape bloom d around, 
{ Delightful to the view ; 
lee, The lambs were ſeen to ſkip and bound, 


To native pleaſure true: 
We prais'4 the beauties of the mead,, 
| The moments to beguile ; 
acc, And Chloe did, tis true indeed, 
As beautifully ſmile, 


As fervid Phœbus ſhed her ray, 
Beneath the ſhade we ſat, 
To ſhun the ſultry noon. of day, 
And innocently chat : 
ower. | Love glow'd within my youthful breaſt, 
| Without the leaſt of guile, 
we. * And while her little hand I preſt, 
4 I ſaw ſweet Chloe ſmile. 


Huſh'd were my cares, my joy was great, 
When tenderly and kind; 

I found the fair with love replete, 
To wedlock was inclin'd:: 

Next morn to church we tript along, 
To church acroſs the ftile ; 

And pleaſure does each hour prolong, 
With Chloe's charming ſmile. 


\KMA! 


TOM axp SALL. By Mr. Hupsxow, = 
(Tune——Looſe every fail to the breeze.) 


| © arp up your flags to the wind, 
Let valour and courage abound ; 

Dear Sall, to your Tom remain kind, 
Whiltt England's free glory reſound. 
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Come, meſſmates, let's bumper the bowl, 
Adieu to fond lovers on ſhore ; 

Now glory muſt rapture your foul, 
And love be a party no more. 


Come dangers, they're welcome to me, 
This boſom ſhall never know fear ; 
III fight, Sall, for freedom and thee, 
Ye ſailors, come join in the cheer. 


Then, dear Sall, för your Tom never fear, 
Tis George that commands us away; 
Nay, no weeping for me, my dear, 
Now England and glory—huzza. 


THE DESPAIRING SHEPHERD. 
' {Tune—In Summer, when the leaves are green.) 


24 tuneful pipe that Strephon fills, 
With ſoft melodious tone, 

Reſounds o'er yon high eaſtern hills, 
With ſweet enchanting moan : 

Say, lovely ſwain, what charmer fair, 
Does thus your care employ ; 

No gleaming hope to baniſh care, 
Or ſoothe your ſoul with joy. 


Can no fond nymph on yonder plain, 
Atttact your languid eye; 
'The briny tears of love conſtrain, 
And ſtop the heaying ſigh? 
Fill your Pts pipe w:ith.cheerful ſound, 
*Tis thus to pleaſe the fair; 
Let mirth and cafe with rapture bound, 
And baniſh ſad deſpait. 


1 1} 
THE CRYING LOVER. 
(Tune—V alentine's Day.) 


O range the wide world, I reſoly'd for to try, 
For no mortal indeed, was more frolic than I, 
So to ſee, and be ſeen, I fer — 3 
In regard to young Cupi rom my heart, 
I — a deſied both his bow keys =_ 
But I muſt, yet I muſt let it out, 
I was a moſt obſtinate lout. 


I happen'd the dear little Phillis to meet, 
Her perſon ſo charming, her face look d ſo _ 
| For love, now [| fear I ſhall die; 
The My Gail of my mind, I declare is all loſt, 
-4x 47 to ſee the world eroſs d. 
ho! is all I can ſay, fir, 
An for love, 1 fear I ſhall die. 


For a kiſs of her lips, I would part with my life, 

Yet I'd rather behalf, ſhe wou +" uni. dhe 

. For without her, each day do I cry; 

She is the moſt charming that ever I faw, C 

Ia her beauty, I'm certain, there's not the leaſt flaw, 

; Heigh ho! I'm ſurely miſtaken, 
If ſhe is not kind I ſhall die. 


SNIP's TRIP TO GREENWICH. 
(Tune — Derry down.) 


8 neighbours attend to my ſtory ſo rare, 
Tis of the delights that was ſeen at our fair; 


There ſharpers, pickpockets, and laſſes ſo fine, 
With the fat gutted citizen jovially join. 


Derry down, 


t 1 } 
But the ſtory I mean, ſhall be told in a trice, 


"Tis of Timmy Staytape, a taylor ſo nice; Te 
Who mounted his heaver, and cabbage ſo rare, Ne 
Then hir d Old Dobbin, and trip'd to the fair. = 

Derry docun. Fo 


Snip's wife, out of fear, leaſt her lovey hould fall, 
Tied his gooſe and his ſhears, as a balance for all; 
Thus mounted, Tim gallop'd, diſdaining all fears, 
With his gooſe on the one fide, the other bis ſhears. 
Derry deævun. 
Thus beaming. with glory, he trip'd it along, 
*Midft fiſh-girls and Fiadies, a motly fine throng ; 
Some leering, ſome laughing, ſome hooting poor Snip,- 
With his knees to his chin, and his threepenny whip. 


- 

A braying young aſs frighten d Snip, 3 

Away — went poſting, full ſpeed and career, 

Tim hung by the mane, while his teeth bit the ear. 
a Den downs | 

The jockies perceiving his and his ſhears, | 

Cried aloud, tis a match, fee the balance he wears; 

*Midft ſhouting huzzas, he flew on like a witch, 

Till. Dobbin diſmounted poor Snip in a ditch. 


| A NEW SONG. By Mr. w. 

(Tune — The meadows look cheerful, &c.) 

E roſes ſo blooming, ye violets ſo ſweet, 
Whoſe fragrant perfume gives to nature a treat ; 


Upfold all your charms, be your beauty refin'd, 
For Flora, dear Flora, is conſtant and Lind, 


Ms 


n 


3 
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Je high · ſcented beauties, in fattin fo fine, 


No more tempt the fair one, for Flora is mine; 
In vain all your riches, or fine powder'd hair, 
Far honor and virtue, alone claims the fair. 


A NEW SONG. By the ſame. 
{Tune—The tuneful lark that ſoars on high.) 


. | HE bluſhing roſe, whoſe fragrant ſmell 
| Exhales x morning daun; 
The fading power of beauty tell, 
Tho' pleaſing to adorn : 
No more fond Chloe view thy glaſs, 
Or mind the flattering tale ; 
'For beauty's luſtre ſoon will paſs, 
Like verdure on the vale. 


View the fond youth, whoſe abject love. 
Lies panting at your feet; ET 
Let Virtne ſway, his fame approve, 
Then beauty will be ſweet ; 
Entwine around the ſacred bands, 
Let love and virtue dwell ; 
Beauty's no more than Syrtes' ſands, 
And fades like Aſphodel. 


STREPHON OF THE DALE. By the ſame. 
(Tune—The Laſs of Richmond Hill.) 
"P HE ſhepherd with his flowing hair, 
That graces yonder bower ; 
Whoſe cheeks are Iovely blooming fair, 
Inſpiring love- fick power, | 
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Is ſure the faireſt, lovelieſt ſwain, 
That wanders in the vale; 
But yet, alas! my ſuit is vain, 
To Strephon of the dale. 


Aid-me, kind Cupid, with your dart, 
Kind Venus, love inſpire; 

Touch with your balm his flinty heart, 
And Hymen's fond defire : 

In vain you talk to me of bliſs, 
"Tis center'd in the vale ; 

Where I have oft enjoy'd the kiſs, 
From Strephon of the dale. 


A FAVORITE DUET. 


Sung by Mr. KELLY, and Mrs. Crouch, ix be 
Haunted Tower. N 
Lady ELIxOx. 
Daxcrss unknown impendin 
Doubt multiplies my fears, 1 


Lord William. 
Laurels my ſteps attending, 
Shall fpring from beauty 's tears. 
Thus in ſuſpence to leave, 
Lord WILLIAM. 
Think' thou, I can deceive thee ? 


Lady ELIxOR. 
- To leave thee, 


. 
Lord WILLIAM. 


ai — To leave thee! 
Bork. 

Say, wilt thou ſtill prove true? 

Yes, I will ſtill prove true. 

And muſt we bid adieu? 


The moſt approved Al Rs in the new Favorite 
Oyetra of NO SONG NO SUPPER, 
perform'd at the Theatre Riyal DRuxx-LAx EH, 
with great Applauſe. | | 


—— 


AIR. SicnoRa SToRace. In the Character of 
| Margaretta. | 


(Muſic compoſed by SrokAez.) 


W ITH lowly ſuit and plaintive ditty, 
| I call the tender mind to pity. 
My friends are gone, my heart is beating, 
And chilling poverty's my lot ; 
From paſſing ſtrangers aid entreating, 
I wander thus, alone, forgot. 
Relieve my woes, my wants diſtreiling, 
And Heav'n reward you with its bleſſing ! 


Here's tales of love, and maids forſaken, 
Of battles fought, and captives taken ; 
Ihe jovial tar ſo boldly ſailing, 
Or cait upon ſome deſert ſnore; 
The hapleſs bride his loſs bewailing, 
And fearing ne'er to fee him more. 
Relieve my woes, my wants diſtreſſing, 
And Heav'n reward yo with its bleſing ! 
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AIR. Mrs. Croucny. In the Character of Louiſa, 


 (Mufic—from GaETRr.) 


Thought our 
15 . ſet __ _ eaſe; 
mo_ you w 4 thus offended—— 
"I e delight to teaze ; 
Yes, yes— . 
You take delight to teaze. 
Dear fir, decide the ftrife 
Betwixt your child and. wife ! 
Alas! the grief I feel 
I dare not to reveal.— 
1 4 _ So par? 
or 'rick's loſs J grieve :— 
Pſho! Pho! 
Very well, very well, as you pleaſe. 


Tn vain I'm always ſtriving 
To make our diff rence ceaſe, 
If you're diſputes contriving, 
And will not live in peace; 
* No, No,— 4 
ou will not live is peace. 
Tm vex'd, dear fir, for al 
But ſay, what can I do? 
To none I can com 
How cruel is my pain! 
I know that you believe 
For Fred'rick's loſs I grieve : 
Pſho! Pſho! 


Very well, very well, as you pleaſe. 
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AIR. Suxg by Mr. Drex un. In the Chara er Crops: | 


(Mufic—by S rox Ac x.) 


OW happily my life I led, 
H Widow s day of fouen ! 
To plow and ſow— 

To reap and mow— 

No care beyond the morrow. 

Ia heat or cold, in wet or dry, 

I never grumbled, no not I. 
y wife, tis true, 
Loves words a few, 
bac r ou goon wad, 
For ſometimes ſmooth, and ſometimes rough, 
I found myſelf ſtill rich enough 
In the joys of an humble ſtate. 


3 hs y law I url head, 
loit peace ure ; 
Long ſays to —2 
To h— and ſwear— 
And plague beyond all meaſure. 
One grievance brought another on, 
My Ede increaſe, my ſtock is gone: 
My wife, ſhe ſays, 
Our means twill raiſe; 
What then? — tis idle prate; 
For ſometimes ſmooth, and ſometimes rough, 
J found myſelf ftill rich enough 
In the joys of an humble — 
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1 
AIR. Mr. BAN NISTII, /. 


In the Character of Robin. 
Muſic— Dr. HaRRIxX G TOR.) y 


HREE years a ſailor's life J led, 
And plough'd the roaring ſea; 
For why her foes thould England dread, 
While all her ſons are free ? 


From France and Spain to earn my bread, 


I thought it fair, d'ye fee, 
And if a ſhot had ta'en my head, 
Why—there was an end of me. 


A med'cine ſure for grief and care 
I ſteer d my courſe to find, 
Thenceforth an eaſy fail to bear, 
And run before the wind : 
Their conj'ring {kill let doors boaſt, 
And noſtrums of their ſhop, 
| Where'er we ſearch from coaſt to coaft, 
There's none like the gallen drop. 


'For gold we ſail the world around, 
And dare the tempeſt's rage, 

For when the ſparklers once are found, 
They ev'ry ill aſſuage: 

'Twixt Jew and Chriitian not a fig 
Of diff rence here we find— 

"The Jew no loathing has to pig, 
If tis of the gaizea kind.“ 


Al. 
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AIR. By Mr. Srbewick. Ia the Character of 
William. 
(Mufic—by STorace.) 


— 
ROM aloft the ſailor looks around, 

And hears below the murm' ring billows ſound: 
Far off from home he counts another day; 
Wide o er the ſeas the veſſel bears away; 

His courage wants no whet, 

But he ſprings the fail to ſet, | 

With a heart as freſh as riſing breeze in May, 
And, caring nought, 

He turns his thought 
To his lovely Sue, or his charming Bet. 


Now to Heav'n the lofty topmaſt ſoars, 
The ſtormy blaſt like dreadful thunder roars ; 
Now Ocean's deepeſt gulphs appear below, 
The curling ſurges foam, and down we go: 

When ſkies and ſeas are met, 

They his courage ſerve to whet : 
With a heart as freſh as rifing breeze in May, 
And dreading nought, 

He turns his thou _ 
Jo his lovely Sue, or dis charming Bet. 


— 


AIR. Mr. KetLy. Ir the Character of Frederick. 
(Mufic—by STorace.) 


1 ling' ring pangs of hopeleſs love 
Condemn d, unpitied, to endure, 
Ah! hapleſs fate! by flight 1 ſtrove 
To ſooth the pain, I could not cure. 
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' Ceaſe, Ocean, ceaſe, thy angry ſtrife, 
Or here thy whelming billows pour ! 
J aſk but this—oh! take my life, 
Or bear me to ſome diſtant ſhore. 


—— — 


'AIR. Miſs Rowanzint. Ia the Character f 
Dorothy. 


O, George, I can't endure you, — 
You wrong me, I aſſure you; 
I wonder why I love you ſtill; 
Are women for no uſe meant, 
' But merely man's amuſement, 
To teaze and torture as he will? 
No, if you lav'd me true, 
You'd other means purſue— 
No, that you don't, tis plain, 
F tell you fo again. 
No, no, no, no, 
You ne er 
Could bear 
To uſe me fo. 


What ſee you, pray, about me, 
Thus ſtill to ſcold and flout me? 
Such treatment yet was never beard; 
Inter muſt ſpeax - good gracious ! 
Im ſure tis quite vexatious, 
I never now muſt ſpeak a word. 
No, it you love me true, 
You'd other means purſue— 
No, that you don't, tis plain, 
I tell you ſo again. 
No, no, no, no, 
You ne er 
Could bear 
To vie me ſo, 
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AIR. Signcra STORAS:. 


(Vluſic—by Srorack.) 


| „ the downs this morning, as betimes 1 


chanc'd to go, 


A 3 led his flock abroad, all white as driven ſnow, 


But one was moſt the ſhepher 4's cara, 
A lamb. fo fleek, fo plump, fo fair, 


Its wondrous heauties, in a word, to let you fairly know, 


Ius tuch as Nelly from the are, took off not long ago. 


[D DiaLoGue, | 


This lamb, as bliche as Midſummer, its frolic gambols 


play'd, | 
And now, of all the flock a-head, the pretty wanton 
ſtray d; | 
4 wolf, that watch'd with greedy eyes 
Ruſh'd forth, and ſeiz d the tender prize; 
The ſhepherd ſaw, and rais d a tone, fo round, ſo large, 
1 vow, 
Twas like the cake, that Nelly laid upon the ſhelf juſt 


now. 


5 [ DiaLoGuE. ] 
This morn.t'rans ſtone the ſhepherd lung, and well his 
aim he took, | 
Yet ſcarce the ſavage creature deign'd around to cat a 
look, 
But fled as ſwift, with footſtep light, 
As he, who brought the wine to- right;, 
1 tried to ſtop the thief, but he turn C round in rage, 
good lack !— 


So mad the lawyer ſcarce can be, that's hid in yander ſack. 


AIR, 
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AIR. Signor SrogAc E. 
(Muſic from GRE Tx.) 


Miſer bid to have and hold me, 
And greedy parents would have ſold me; 
A huſband was enough for me, 
No matter ugly, lame, or old ;— 
There was no harm that they could fee, 
So all his bags were full of gold :— 
No, Robin, no, you need not fear, 
You never were in danger here: 
Should ſuch a huſband have, or hold? 
No, Robin, no, you need not fear, 
You never were in danger here. 


With muſty viſage, four, and gloomy, 
The tott'ring dotard came to woe me; 
He ſaid ray love was worth a groat—— 
And then he tried, good lord! to ſmile :— 
It makes me ſick the very thought 
I could not bear him all the while ; 
No, Robin, no, you need not fear, 
You never were in danger here : 
It makes me ſick — the very thought 
No, Robin, no, you need not fear, 
You never were in danger here. 


THE SOLDIER CLAD IN WARLIKE ARMS. 
(Tune In vain I ſeek the woodbine bower ) 


of ns ſoldier clad in warlike arms, 

| Behold in yonder field, 

Whilſt echo ſound, his boſom warms, 
To ccnquer or to yield: 


8. 


But balmy pity curcent flow, 


In vain let buſy foes invade, 
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See glery beaming from each eye, 


eir ſtandard round they wield, 
Reſolv'd to conquer or to die, 
But never baſely yield. 


The trumpet ſounds, the fight's begun, 
And Mars conducts the field; 
Huzza, my boys, ſee victory's won, 
To England all mult yield. 


— — 


THE ROYAL TAR, 
(Tune—Till firt I lovely Nancy knew.) 


RITONS ariſe, behold your prize, 
The glory of the main 
See courage beaming from his eyes, 
Bold, gen'rous, and humane, 


His heart no ſordid paſſions know, 
Or taſtes of abject fear ; 


The wanting wretch to cheer, 


Reſound, reſound, his glory far, 
Nor let your praiſes ſtand; 

For nougint can check the Britiſh tar, 
When William gives command. 


Secure, come drink, and fipg ; 
For Britain's glory ne'er can fade, 


With. ſuch a ſon and king. 


[ 94 ] 
A NEW SEA SONG. By Mr. W. 
(Tune—The topſails ſhiver in the wind.) 


MET thundering war, ſee daring Jack 


Enjoys his hearty joke; 
Let lubbers caſt their thoughts a-back, 
His heart's as firm — ; 
Let danger pave the ſcene with blood, 
He never ſlacks till victory s good. 


See bullets flying fore and aft 
And meagre death around; 
Undaunted Jack ne'er turns a-baft, 
Till fortune gives the wound; | 
'Then weak and with loſs of blood, 
He ſcorns to die till victory's good. 


A NEW SEA SONG, By Mr. R. S. 
(Tune—When firſt J left my native land.). 


WV HEN firſt to plough the raging main 
l left my native home; 
The threats of danger was in vain, 
For I reſolved to roa. 


Of Nancy's charms I thought no more, 
When glory calFd away ; 

Let Fund roll and cannons roar, 
I'd ne er from honor ſtray, 


Shall Britiſh courage ever ſlack ? 
The notion is abſurd ; 

For love and beauty's nought to Jack, 
When liberty's the — 
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But now return'd to lovely Nan, 
Let fertune freely paſs ; | 
While I enjoy my pipe and cann, 
Contented with my laſs. 


BOLD JACK. A New Song. By Mr. WII sou. 
(Tune—When up the ſhrouds, &c.) 


XX J HEN from aloft the ſailor views 
Around the briny main ; 

"Behold afar the darling foes 
His maſter's rights proclauim : * 

Bold Jack, with courage, bawls aloud, 
The fignal round is hurl'd; 

And ſovereign grog is quaff'd around, 
While liberty's the word. 


He hails the foe with hearty cheer, 
And ſovereign George proclaim ; 
His heart elate, he knows no fear, 
But England's right maintain : 
When thund'ring loud the cannons roar, 
Jack ftill enjoys his joke; 
-E'en Neptune riſe to join in choir, 
And hail the heart of oak, 


But when at laſt the victory's won, 
And death around him ſtares, 

That heart where courage late did burn, 
Now melts and drops a tear : 

Long may great George his rights aſſert, 

ith glory to the world; 

And every heart with rapture ſtart, 

Whea liberty's the word. 
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THE IRISHMAN IN LONDON. 
(Tune 


You know I'm your prieſt, &c.) 


8 £5 joy to you, Paddy, my jewel, my boy, 
ITI tell you a ſtory, tis true, my dear joy; 
1 Have ſeen the big world, which is little withal, 
*Tis London, dear honey, 'twas made for us all. 
Be ye droniſh, or ever ſo lazy, 
Crack'd, ſtupified, apiſh, or crazy, 
| "Tis here, my dear boy, you'll be eaſy, 
O London, dear London, for me. 


No flarring, dear jewel, by my ſhovl, none at all, 
For if dinner is wanting, they'll eat a ſtone wall; 
is no matter, a gentleman, taylor, or clown, 
If you are falling, dear joy, why they'll ſoon knock 
you down. | 

Come, boy, away, never be eaſy, 

*T1s thus, my dear boy, to be lazy, 

For boxing, all mortals are crazy, 
A glorious black eye is the thing. 


There's ore thing, by my ſhoul, and that is not right, 
That a Briton againſt. a Briton ſhould fight; 
Let honour give way, 'tis a notion abſurd, 


When the enemy's near, joy, then brandiſh your fword. 


When glory calls, never be caſy, 

In honor, dear joy, be not lazy, 

For liberty mortals are crazy, 
Let valour and frendſhip unite. 


CHARMING. 


19 1J 
CHARMING SUE. 
Ur < SI you know my trade is war.) 
1 dawn ſo lovely ſweet, 
To nature 


eems a 2 treat; 
The hawthorn blooming lovely May, 


And ſoft ambroſial dew: 
The verdant lawn with flowrets gay, 
Or tuneful lark on yonder ſpray, 
Yield pleafures that muſt ive way, 


o toy with charming 


What pleaſures can- compare to this, 
To ſhare the fair one's tender kiſs, 
And the fleeting hours in bliſs, 
loves fair ſilken clue : 
| Let Fortune frown or diſapprove, 
| One ſmiling glance can all remove; 
ock Bleſt 1 girl I love, 
I figh-for charming Sue. 


$ 
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— 


LUBIN Ax Dp FLORA. By Mr. R. S. 


ht, (Tune—The meadows look cheerful, &c.) 
B Phoebus ariſing, ſalutes the gay morn, 
* And ſweet-ſcented — — — — the rich dawa, 
y 'See Lubin fits ſmiling 


his flack, 
With his.pipe in full 1— — of a rock. 


There toying with Flora, fo blithſome Eg 


While the warbling nighti ngale chirps on the 
Each ſhepherd and ſhephedeſs joins the glad ſc Jer; ; 


ING And Contentment ſits ſmiling, their object and queen 
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No flatt' ring tattler, there joys all combine, 
Hott friendſhip and harmony marvally join; 
5 n fortune, or titles of ſtate, 

But laugh at that object who'd with to be great. 


THE CHELSEA PENSIONER. 
By Mr. Oaxman. 


XX 2 * = Low enlifted, | 
was both young and | 
Each laſs I met, I Kiſs! her, * 
And tippl'd time away: 
IT learn'd my exerciſe, fir, 
And then was ſent to fight, 
And now a little wiſer, 
Tho' in this hapleſs plight. 


I went into the battle, 

Where thundering cannons roar; 
O! ſuch a horrid rattle, 

I never heard before; 
| Cne bullet took a peeper, 

I Thank God that one is left ; 
And yet I do not weep, fir, 

Tho' of one leg bereft. 


At Chelſea now the penſion 

| Gives comfort to my liſe; 

And round the quart I mention 

My former deadly ftrife: 

Brown Beſs 1 — ſhoulder, 
Forget my former pain, 

And feht, * each 4. 
My | o'er again. 
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F ſpend my money freely, 
ith pleaſure drink and ſing ; 
Whatever fate may deal me, 
God bleſs the Queen and King : 
If foes again aſſail, then 
To garriſon I'll go, 
Brown Beſs will never fail, when 
Attacking of the foe. 


—_— — ä — 


The moſt approved Alxs, Qc. ſung in the Hiſ- 
torical Romance of the CRUSADE, now per- 
forming at the Theatre Royal CovzxT-GAx- 
DEN, with great Applauſe. Written by Mr. 
REyNOLDs, Authoy of the Dramatiſt, &c. 


SONG. By Mr. Banniores. 


'F ARK ! the diſtant piercing ſhrieks 
Of ſhipwreek'd ſai lors round, 
The billows break, the veſſels fink, 
And tempeſts thicken round: 
But Saracens no pity ſhew, 
| They triumph o'er the fallen foe. 


See! on yonder ſhatter'd plank 
A wretch for mercy calls; 
In vain he hopes, for now it finks, 
Dowa to the bottom falls. 
But Saracens, Sc. 


V 
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AIR. Mr. Epwir. 
(Tune—The Vicar of Bray. 


HE is the faireſt, ſweeteſt fair, 
I be lovelieſt that e er walk d, fir; 
So beautiful, ſhe ne er was ſeen, 
So witty, ſhe ne er talk d, fir: 
She never dares to contradict, 
Or even think of billing ; 
She neither dreſſes, eats or drinks, 
Or coſts a ſingle ſhilling. 
T hen where's the knight awho would not give 
T he girl ſo fair à benny buſs ? 
W Bat married man «who would not wiſh 


While other lovers weep and ſigh, 

And daily, nightly, watch 4 

J lore a princeſs in the ſky, 

| Who cannot fight or ſcratch, fir. 

In two things more ſhe far outdoes 

All other wedded ladies 

Her huſband never can have horns, 
Or, what is worſe, fir, babies. 


Then where's the knight, Se. 


AIR. Mrs. MazTrs. 
XE women are fierce in fight, 


The ſoldier ſubmits to the maid, 
For beauty's the ſword that we wield, 
And modeſty, ſure, is the ſhield ; 
Then huzza for the iemale Cruſade! 


And laugh at the men and their might, 
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Our arrows moſt piercingly fly, 
With a comical glanee of the eye, 

And humble the war-giving blade; 
When wounded, the hera looks pale, 
Hangs his ears like an aſs, and turns tail; 

Then huzza for the female Cruſade ! 


—— — l 
AIR. Mr. DaRLE Tr. 


W HEN war begins, and claſhing arms reſound, 
And ſpears are ſhiver'd in the fight ; 
When dying groans are heard around, 
And. day grows darker to the fight, 
Then with the torrent's force I go, 


But when the lute breathes forth an am'rous air, 
My foul cacaptur'd to · meet the fair; 
By love, triumphant love oppreſs d, 
1 Se, 1 ugh, f 
I pant, I die; | 
And gazing, fighing, 
Panting, dying, 
Sink on the charmer's breaſt, 


—ů— 


AIR. Mrs. BIrLIxc row. 


AVE we crofs'd the boift'rous main, 
Trod each dreary, ſandy plain, 
Have we in the deſert flept, 
Daily toil'd, and nightly wept, 
Left our peaceful native lands, 
But to die by „ ? 
3 
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AIR. Mr. BrA&cRAAD. 


Lr to the miracles that Joppa does divine 
rye, 


Mark what I propheſy, 


Will paſs in anno domini, 


One thouſand ſeven hundred and ninety. 
Liften to the miracles, c. 


The knight now his helmet on, his ſword and 
falcion handles, 
But knights then as thick as hops, | 
In buſhy bobs will keep their ſhops, 


And deal, fr in f _ and and 
EM 8 * ſoap 
Tiften, ec. 


Mo tournaments the nobles then, the cs wit 6s 
delight in, 
No holy war be kept in view, 
But ſhould a Chriſtian box a Jew, 
| There'll be plenty to eſpoule ſuch a holy prize fight- 


* , Er. 
Folly will like witd-fire run, nought will ever 


cool it. 


Much more I could _ 7 
Yet ſpite of ſuch 4 


The nation will be happy in a monacch that will 
Liften, Oc. 


* Al. | 


ever 


AI. | 
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AIR Mrs. BILLIG TOw. 


GG? and tell a hapleſs lover,. 

Tho” torn with every fear. 
Go, and ſay, tho' hope is over, 
And ceaſcleſs 


woe is near; ä 
Still the mind to thoſe mamentt of ſunſhine Sal l rove, 
When friendſbip. i budded and blofſum'd to love. 

Go, and paint the place of danger, 

The awfu any dy 

Say, to every joy a ſtranger, 

ACT cone with meng © whine. 

Still the mind, Tic. 

Go, and tell him, if farviving, 

To fome happier err | 

Say alone I lov'd him living, | 

And bleſs him as I die. | | 


_— — 


AIR. Mr. DanLzy. 


PRATTLE fk my foul employs, 

Next comes love with all its joys; 
And liquor crown my daily toys. _—_ 
Give me then, ye powers drvine, 
Give me women, war, and wine. 


Battle makes me _ 

Love ſteals in and the flame, 

But liquor makes me mad again. 
Give me then, ye powers divine, 
Cite me women, war, au/ us. 
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Let me fight, and never -4 


Let me love, and never fipt 
Let me drink until J die. 


Give me then, ye powers divine, 


Give me women, war, and Wife | 


— 
AIR. Mr. EpmwiN. 
| (Tune—Vicar and Moſes.) 


NIGHTS. errant of old, 
By their titles we re told, 


Thought more of their ſtomachs than fame; 


Each knight from ſome treat, 
Some plant or ſome meat, 
Uncourteouſly borrow d his name. 


Score · Corn Rigs. 


De el burn you all, quoth St. Andrew, 
Let other — 1 
The bonny Scotſman 
And ſcratches with his thiſtle. 
WII cn“ Oh, he de mo.” 
Now, cotſplood, _ St. David, 
| h, pleſs the leek ! 
Inteed the Kee kaigh ts the Scot ; 
Rs Ess the look ! 
Milk, = and nanny goats, 
With other treats we Taſſies view, 
And tear and ſwear, and fight, look you, 
6 1 Fes the leek ! 


} 


Fax c 


] 
Bt 
F. 
* 
A 


NCR 


1 


Farncn-——* Young Colin flole my heart au. 
St. Dennis di, mes chere amis 
En verite behold a me, 
We French knights dance away, d'ye ſee, 
And fight for frogs and fricaſſe. 


Inn ——* Ally Croaker.” 


St, Patrick, hot as light ning with whiſky and old 


bumbo, 
Cried out, don't bother thus, with noiſe and 
huclo thrumbo; 5 
Here's one with his ſhilaly will ſuddenly all beat ye, 
Unleſs 8 and thiſtles yield to Pat and his potaty. 
On, the plump potaty, | 
The pretty plump potaty. 
EnGL1SE——* Rule Britannia.” 


When errand knights in proud array 
Aſſembled firſt on Clermont's plain, 


| This was the burden of their lay, 


And every champion join'd the ſtrain : 
St. George for ever! for ever live the chief, 
St. George, Old England and roaſt beef. 
Oh the roaſt beef of Old England, 
And oh the Old Engliſh roaſt beef 


AIR. Mrs. MazTyYr, 


Could I breathe the notes, 
Which evening ſongſters raiſe: 
In warble wild from plaintive throats, 
I'd melt thee with my lays. | 
But my ſweet ſtrain can Lindy move 
The heart to pity or to love. 
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AIR. Mrs. BiLLincTto 1 


La me now to gloomy dungeons, 
Onward lead where — lie; 
Not complaining, 
Life diſdaining, 
Oh! how pleafing tis to die 
What is life? an empty bubble, | 
What's the world but {rife and trouble? 
Yet 'tis joy to fall with glory, 
Eleſs'd by thoſe tor u hom I ſtrove; 
When l'm dead, they'll mourn my Rory,. 
And applaud my generous love. 


1 


AIR. Mr. BAN NIS TER. 


UR ſpears we prepare, 
To the foreſts repair, 
And chace from the covert the boar; 
O'er mountains he ſweeps 
Through deſerts and ſteeps, 
Till our javelins are drench d in his gore; 
Then madly foaming, 
| Deeply groaning, 
The foreſts re-echo his cries ; 
The pulſe of life ruſhes, 
A ſtream of blood guſhes, 
And writhing in torture he dies. 
Thus we'll hunt the Chriſtian ſlaves, 
Chace them from their gloomy caves, 
And death ſhall ruſh on like a flood ;- 
While they welter in gore, 
We'll laugh, ſhout and roar, 
And revel in carnage and blood.. 


11 
THE JOLLY FARMER. Hy Mr. Oaxman. 
(Tune—The Jolly Fiſherman. ) 


A Jolly farmer in the Weſt, 
I leave my cart and plough ; 


It gives me pleaſure, tis confeſs d, 
4 o reap as well as ſow 
When the blythe lack proclaims the Spri 

I rife then with the — Ow 
I'm cbarm'd to hear the warblers ſing, 

While tripping ver the lawn. 

From morn to night, with joy I toil, 

With health, with mirth, and glee; 
And thus I ftill old care beguile, 

None happier than me. 


My ſmirking Joan at night I meet, 
And toſs the flowing cann ; 

My board with plenty is complete, 
For this is ſtill my plan: 

With friends and neighbour to rejoice, 
And make the ceihng ring ; 

For loud, tho rough, I raife my voice, 
To George, our noble King. 

Long may he live to bleſs the land, 
Confukon to his foes; 

For I declare with heart and hand, 
All ſuch I will oppoſe. 


I ſinile, when Nature ſmiles around, 
And view each fertile field ; 

With golden Ceres ſome are crown'd, 
And ſome rich paſture yield. ; 

My cocks and hens, around the door 
Are cackling all the dav; 

My cattle, — my fleecy itore, 
I view at diſtance play. 
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A jolly farmer let me be, 
For wealth I will not roam; 
And {till with happineſs and glee, 
III fing at harveſt home. 


— — —————=— —  — — — ꝑ ꝑ„ 


HUNTING SONG. By Mr. F—r, of Lynn. 
(Tune—The Old Tantivy.) 


yy ſaddle my courſers, with ſpeed let's be gone, 
For I hear the glad ſound of the echoing horn; 
Aurora peeps forth and enlivens the morn, | 
Whilſt Acteon ſalutes with the ſound of the horn. 


Now mounted with pleaſure, let's ſend ver the lawn, 
And tantixy, tautixy, tantiuy, come follaav the echuing 
barn, 


Behold from yon thicket, dame Puſs 1s juſt flown, 

Thro' yon meadow, yon woodland, and over yon lawn; 

The dogs they purſue, and redouble their pace, 

While the horn's jolly clangor enlivens the chace. 
Then aranſe, brather ſportſmen, all danger let't ſcorn, 


And tantivy, tantroy, tauiiuy, come follerw the echoing | 


A. 


| Behold in yon mead, deck'd with flowers fo gay, 


Where the ſweet pretty warblers do chirp on each | 


ſpray ; 
Dame Puſs ſhe is taken, the trophy to grace 
The brow of each {portſman concerned in the chace. 


Then ariſe, ye dull drones, avith the lark in the marr, 


ken, 


And tautiey, tantiuy, tantivoy, come follexw the echoing 


by 


A FAVORITE SONG. Written by T. Goopwrs, 
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Sung in Cymon and Iphigene, by Mr. Mars. 


WIN Ralpho was a tiney boy, 
His play fall tricks were gammer's joy, 


She call'd 1 monſtrous witty; 
And was the good old dame here now, 
She'd ſay his playful tricks, I vow, 

Were "childiſh ſtill, and pretty. 


She oft in fondneſs now doth ſay, 
Dear Gaffer Ralph is gone away, 
I wiſh he had a brother; 
I ſays your old, then ſhe'll reply, 
Bat you are older, by the bye, 
Or we ſhou'd have another. 


Ps 
(Tune — Date obolum Belliſario.) 


8 AT 2 2 the van, while brave B followed 


E, F,C G, i I, K, Fon quickly in the rear, ſir; 
N. O, P ,Q.R „8, march'd boldly to head 
quarters, 
V, W, X, V, Z, ſcorn'd to prove deſerters. 
J B and C fbew, 
A B and C fhew, 
' *© Multum in paru.” 


C. 
I, M. N 
T, U, 


K 
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This A B C, fir, as little as they're thought about, 

Have by their friendly powers, many mighty matters 
ught about; 

The clue to ſcience, arts, and arms, great wiſdom's 
maſter key, ſir, 

For what does any mortal know, who knows not 


ABC, fir. 
A B and C fenv, Oe. 
When Adam was a little boy, he went to ſchool, fir, 


For want of knowing A B C, his wife made him a2 


fool, fir; | 
Had he learn'd to read and ſpell, he might have ſhun'd 
much ſtrife, fir, 


And mov'd himſelf in wiſdom, almoſt equal to his 


wife, fir. 
I I and C few, Ce. 


Aſtronomers, by A B C, have found each planet's 
motion, | | 

Fam'd navigators to learn how t'explore the pathleſs 
ocean; 


Nonſieur has learn'd to ſpell the ſacred name of 


Liberty. ſir | | 
For u hich he is indebted to the aid of ABC, fir. © 


- 


For places and for penſions too, the Irs are always 


ſtriving, . | 

And he * knows A B C, will always beſt be 
thriving ; 

While Oum are ſnatling at their lot, and long for loaves 
and fiſhes, 


By A BC find how to attain the ſummit of their wiſkes. 
A B and C few, Ec. 


4A B and CG, Oc. 


lanet's 
athleſs 
me of 
© he 

* Se. 
always 
beſt be 

Ir loaves 


r wiſhes. 
» Sec . 


| Then _ 


E 


When miſs is in her chamber lock'd, her lover might 
go whiſtle, 
Had not ſhe learn d by A B C, to pen a ſoft epiſtle; 
| She from the window drops a line, t appoint the 
*  am'rous ſpark, fir, 
es here inc his ar, the moment it grow 


A B and C few, A 
The intention of my * was good, ſirs, to amuſe ye, 


And if in this I've fail'd, pra y let candour 1 me; 
And critics on this point, ill ſurely agree, fir, 
That I, as a ſongſter, nin 


A B and C FEW Sc.. 
DE TOUT MON CEUR. 
A FavorrTe BaLLap. » Mr. Goopwin. 
O 22 other day, 
0 a dame, 


2 im wny hen of May, 


And 'twas from — they came; 
The n and ſwains in mute amaze, 
d them o er and o'er, 
Says he, Ma chere, the ruſtics gaze, 
She replied, % De tout mon caur.” - 
I — . 
Tis faſhion — to _ at court, 
What few can comprehend ; 
I learn'd the phraſe, but cou'd not gueſs 
What meaning was in ſtore, 
| Bat when fond Dorus aſked a kiſs, 
I cried % De tout . cœur. 
8 


\ 


Loa ©] 
He preſs'd my hand, and kiſs'd my checli. 


I ftrove 1n vain to go, 
He beg'd the parſon to beſpeak, 
But I replied, oh! no! 
Says he, Ma chere, refuſe me not, 
III ſeek Aminta's bow'r, 
Or ily to fair Mindora's cot, 
I cried, ** De tout mon caur. 


Away went Dorus, and away 

Went all my peace of mind, 

My eyes had ſure invok'd his ſtay, 
But he ne'er look'd behind, 

I faid,.** Ma chere, doſt thou repent, 
For that will grieve me ſore, 

For I perchance may break my heart, 
He replied, ** De tout mon cur. 


Young Dorus flew with-nimble | 

6 the woodland wide, chang 

I thought the courtiers words were baſe, 
But found them miſapplied. 

So penſive o'er the wold I went, 
And met my ſwain once more, 

Says he, Ma chere, doſt thou repent ? 
I cried, ©* De tout mon caur.” 


Ile anſwer'd, youth is on the wing, 
We've now the church in view, 
I've in my moleſkin purſe a ring, 
"Twas bought, Ma chere, for you ; 
The exulting fwain then ſmil'd to fer 
My cheeks all crimſon'd o'er, | 
And wilt chou yield thy hand, ſaid he, 
| replied, * De tut man cur,” 
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THE SIEGE OF GIBRALTAR. 
By an Ovr1cun who gar in the ation. 
(Tane—I fing the Britiſh ſeaman's praiſe, &c.) I 
LD Gib's reliev'd! with care away, and ſafe ar- 
riv'd the fleet is, 


Then truly may each Briton ſay, in Elliot no deceit is; 


For fince the fate of ancient Troy, the pride of Greece 
to mention, 


No ſiege like this did e'er employ the wond'ring 


world's attention. 


Then O reſuund brave Elliat's praiſe, the mbleſt 


of commanders, 


Who ſav'd your glory from the <creck, by Britiſh 
ſalamanders. 


Duc Crillion to the crown of Spain his ſervices attended, 


Preſum'd the day to mention when, this fort would be 
ſurrendered ; 


But this impenetrable rock, for three long years and 

more, | 

. Unhurt has ſtood the Bourbon ſhock, and till defies 
e their power. 

Then O fd brave Elliot s, Cc. 


Refounding fame mult ever tell, and boaſt the matchleſs 


ſtory, 
That red-hot balls preſery'd our fame, and heightened 
England's glory ; | 
What ſcene could moce attention draw, fond hope did 
all expire, 
For many thouſands came and ſaw, their junk ſlips ſet 


on * 
| Then O reſmnd brave Ellit „ Er. 
K 3 


[ing 1 


When all in flames their battering ſhips lay floating or. 


the waters, 


Mount Etna never pour'd a blaze more dreadful to 
ſpectators; 


What mortals can ſuch uſage brook, the Dons and all 
around them, 


The (ge ny for devils took, but — Gund 
.- ry 


Then O refaurd brave Elliat s, c. 
Their valiant — when red-hot balls, from Elliot's 


guns were poured, 


Look'd wiſhful at his ſtubborn walls, and mercy thus 
implored; 


'Twixt fire and water who can live? I fear we all fnall 
loſt be, 


Your help we crave, aſſiſlance give, or burnt or - drowned 
we mult be. 


Then O riſound brave Elliot's, Cc. 


Humanity attends the brave, by Britons ever cheriſhed, 
And many lives did Curtis ſave, which otherwiſe had 


riſhed ; 
Count Dy Artois * *till now cock-ſure, his tone began to 
Alter, 1 
He v o d he'd never viſit more, the fiege of Gibraltar. 


Then O reſound brave Elliat's, & c. 
From Cadiz Bay Corduova rode, the waves in fury 


{: nitiyg, 
The Britiſh fleet he dogg'd, but ſhew'd no appetite for 
fighting 
*Gainfi — odds and bloody ſcenes, our tars were 
all in motion, | 
A proof that Britain ſtill maintains, her empire o'er the 
| ocean. 


Then O reſiaund brave Elliat's, es 


EF vis J | x 


a At Elliot's name, which none deny, each Briton is de- 
| lighted, * 
i And foreigners a pleaſure take, to hear his deeds recited; 
:4 Let's honour pay, with glaſs in hand, the braveſt of 

11 © commanders, 

> Forgetting not his valiant band, the Britiſh ſalamanders. 
nd | Then O reſound brave Elliot a, &c. 
C 6 | 
"= A NEW SCOTCH PASTORAL. 
has © By Mr. Roß ERTSsOR. 
al} (Tune——By moonlight on the green } 
1 | % X 7 HEN bonny Phœbus beams 


All golden from the Eait, 
And o'er the meads and ſtreams, 


Je. His glory is confeſt: 
wed Yet Sandy is more briglit, 
S 4 Y And pleaſing unto me, 
Fw When by the morning light 
| He trips it o'er the lea. 
an to To Mog y he is hind, 

S | And jo am I 10 he, fir, 
altar. | He is ſuited to my mind, 
Sa | And is the lad for me, fir. 
a fury The lav'rock fings on high, 

A ſweet and pleaſing itrain, 
tite for To hail the ſmiling ſky, 
[| Bat ſweeter ſings my ſwain: 
rs were To Moggy is his ſong, 
Which cheers my . heart, 
o'er the And 1 the notes prolong, 
That do ſuch joys impart. 


„ Oe. | To Moggy, Oc. 
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4 i tn — 7 
6 With Sandy ver the lawn, 


To kirk I'll gang with glee, 
And hail the nfing dawn, 

Which gives his hand to me: | 
Full true I love the youth, 

And he loves me again, 
And 1 declare forſooth, 
- Till ne'er deſert the ſwain. 

To Maggy, c. 


A NEW BACCHANALIAN SONG. 
Tune —Ceaſe, rude Boreas.) 


AY what fo tranſient, ſo uncertain, 
As this fleet courſe on earth we run; 
Fate gives the cue to drop the curtain, 
Ere the farce is well begun. 
Drink then about, boys, all be jolly, 
rot a moment you can ſave ; 
Nat ta drink, wand now be folly, 
Since there's no drinking in T grave. 


Then to make our tale more grievous, 
And to ſhew our fate more hard, 

Grim death, as ſubtle as miſchievous, 
Strikes when we're leaſt upon our guard. 


Drink then about, &c 


Gainſt his fell ravage who's defended ? 
To ſtop life's ſand we ſtrive in vain; 

Nor when the glaſs is once ſuſpended, 
Can we cer turn it up again. 


Drink then about, E.. 
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Stocks, in honeſt truth, can tell us, 
Depriv'd of wine, what had we been ? 
Since breath of life, like wind of bellows, 
Is out, ere we can ſay tis in. 
"= | Dink then aboxt, Se. 


Jove weighing this, and juſtly thinking, 
Man's narrow'd circuit incom - 
That 'twas ſhort, it might be ſweet. 
Drink then about, &c, 


A SEA SONG, By Mr. Gonvon. 
(Tune—T'd think of thee, my love.) | 


HEN thund'ring war's proclaim'd araund, 
And Britons Sa to arms; | 
The hardy tar, in raptures bound, 

Enjoys the fond alarms ; 
Let hghtnings fly, and dangers ſtare, 
His courage knows no ſlack, -- 
'Tis ſeamen's pride to know no fear; 
Then think on honeſt Jack. 


Ne'er let that heart where courage dwell, 
Be gloom'd with ſad deſpair ; 

Or begging round, his ſorrow tell, 
Without the friendly tear: 

View the rich bulwark of your trade, 
Nor let his heart a-back ; | 

Relieve his wants, his grief evade, 

And think on honeſt Jack, 
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TOM THE TAYLOR. By Mr. Ettrzox. 


(Tune — Tom Bowling, or the Sailor's Fpitaph.) 
|= lies the wiſe of Tom the taylor, 


He's now a happy man; 


Her ſcolding tongue did never fail her, 


Deny it then who can: 


Her clack it went from night to morning, 


He had no peace all day; 
His happineſs is now returning, 
Since ſhe is ſnatch'd away. 


If on his board his needle plying, 
= earn his daily bread ; : 
er temper, every joy denying, 
Would often "4a 4 his . 
His cabbaging would not content her, 
Or working all the day; 
So Tom's no reaſon to repent, ſir, 
Since ſhe is ſnatch'd away. 


From morn to night he now is ſinging, 
Contented os board; 2 

Her voice no longer he hears ringing, 
Which would no joy afford : 

Peace to her aſhes is his ſong, fir, 
May ſhe in quiet lay; 

Fate will my happineſs prolong, fir, 
Since ſhe is ſnatch'd away. 


PHI- 


T. 
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PHILANDER axp PHILLIS. A Dur. l 
Tune Thus for men the women fair. Ix Don Juan.) 1 


CY 
PHILAND ER. 


N. the chearful Spring is gay, 
Birds fing blyth on every ſpray ; 
Flow'rets bloom in every grove, 
Every pleaſure to improve, 
| Let us, Phillis, haſte away, 
Y 'To enjoy the ſweets of May. 


Pnirris. 
Not ſo faſt, my gentle ſwain, 
Haſty pleaſure oft brings pain; 
Maidens ever ſhould be coy, 
When young lovers fondly toy ; 
Join with others, and F'll rove, 


Ofer the meadow, thro” the grove. 


PaHrLANDER. 
Can my Phillis doubt my truth? 
Honor till ſhall guide my youth ! 
Fear no danger from thy ſwain, 
In the grove, or on the plain; 
Soon Til go to Hymen's fane, 
And I'll baniſh every pain. 


PanrLL1s. 
If Philander is but true, 
Pleaſure with him I'll purſue ; 
Wander thro the ſhady grove, 
And return him love for love., 


Born. 


A 1 Every nymph, and every ſwain, 
» 2 Lore, with honour, ſhould maintain. 


[ 120 ] 
. THE FAVORITE FISHING DUET, 


Sung by Mrs. MaxTyYR, and Mrs. MounTArN, in 
| 4 the ſame. 


HUS for men the women fair, 
Lay the cunning, cunning ſnare; 
. While like fiſh the men will rove, 
And with beauty fall in love. 
What is beauty but a bait, 
Oft repented when too late. 


Tf too late you ſeize the prize, 
Now diſplay d before the eyes, 
How you'll rue when all is 
_ Hymen's hook which holds you faſt. 
Ere you marry then beware, 
"Tis a bleſſing or a ſnare. 


———ññꝛę ͤ; 


A NEW ANACREONTIC SONG. 
By Mr. OAKMAN, 
Tune While I quaff the roſy bowl.) 


Wie- the flowing bowl I view, 
pleaſures I renew ; 
e 1745 the night, 


In a bumper I delight. 


Then each rapture to prolen 
High is heard the cheerful ſo ong; 
Muſic, mirth, and friendſhip join, 
And our Joys. are near vine. h 


1 1 


Ou Then, we: haßt the charming fair, 
Who can baniſh every care; 


Beauty, muſic, mirth, and wine, 
Sure our joys are near divine, 


Time fteals on with artful pace, 
| a 
Let us then the 


1 — — and joy. 


— I mc—_—_—_—_—_—_ 


ROGER axv DOLLY, &y Mr. W. T. 


(Tune—Taffy and Griddy.) | 
"Ho i charming, and Polly is ſo too, 
8 
IF milking af he ine, ore of the hay, 


\My Dally is ns A month of May; 
She loves her honeſt Rowe. " ao cy as her life, 


And Dolly ſurely will conſent, w be ; Roger's wile, | 


een when I went to the fair, 

aer 
and fweet ſhe ſmił d on me. 

Ame — none bike Dolly 1 cav for; 

——— as dearly as her life, 

| And Nr der wildeonſent, to be Roger's wife 


And when ſhe has conſeated, toehurch with joy I'll go, . 


1 3oth of us will be happy, for certain ſure I know ; 


1 pale v2 and ſow, and reap, or fing beſide 


| And Dolly, pretty Dolly, alone ſhall be my theme; 
| She loves her honeſt Roger, as dearly as her life, 
And Dolly furely will confent, to be Roger e wife, 
1 1 


| [ mz] 
DOWN WITH THE DONS. By Mr. W. T. jun 
I (Tune—Brave boys, lat us go.). 
ELLONA again ſounds the trumpet of war, 
The proud wily Spanmed adtances again, 


Inſults Britain's navy more on the main, . 
Such infoleace Joag, our ja tars wort endure; ' 


For they Il down with the Dons as they have done before. 
Such inſolence, Ac. 


, loud cannons to roar, 


* 


Ts 2 Sach infalence, Ac. 


Ve jolh jack tars, -now to enter be ter, 
And hee 


them once more, you're the lords of the ſea 3. 


In defence of your freedom, all cheerfully 


# & &X- — 


123 } 
 FOASTS AND SENTIMENTS. 


HAT King, who is the father le, and 
the maſter of himſelf, and that nifter who is 


— LLE IT 
rights, 
F 
heart to forgive it. 

May the bud of affefion be ripen'd by the ſunſhine 
of fincerity. 
May friend(hip, beauty, mirth, and wine, 
To fill the pan of life ſtill join. 


When honouk is to be detided by the ſword, * 


never find the way to the heart. 


May merit with regard be rais d, 
— 7” 7 4 and be Rt. 


May Rill fellow ſhip be found, 
With mirth, and wane, and friendſhip crown'd. 


Let thoſe who ſeek ty injure the oppreſt, be rather 
confaſs'd by ſhame, puniſh'd by revenge. | 


May we never, the bounds of 
dence, wehen A em ob Elend. * 


The Engliſh man's trigmvirate——lore, wine, and 
hberty. 


hen f@flows ach, to o'erwhelm us in gr.ef, 
ay. og | tankard afford us relief. 


May ftrife and diſcord be baniſted from ſociety, and 
true friendſhip made perpetual — 


„„ 


May the laws of humanity be put in full force againſt 
the perpetrators of eruelty. 


May the moments of mirth be regulated by the dial 


of reaſon. 


May the heart that achs at the ſight of ſorrow, al- 
ways be bleſt with the means to relieve it. 


May riches be reſpected as a good ſervant, but never 
made the object of idolatry. ; 


May reaſon be enthroned a ſupreme monarch, and 
our paſſions ſubjecꝭ to his laws. 


May virtue encreaſe her exports and imports, and 
vice become a bankrupt. | 


May wiſdom be the . when pleaſure gives 
the —_ 


R. Pans ET derives great pleaſure from every « OC- 
cafion which affords him a freſh opportunity of paying 


his reſpect to his generous patrons ; it will encreaſe his 


ſatisfaction, if the preſent number ſhould meet with 
approbation : and, though he bas been ſomewhat ill 
freated by thoſe who derive profit, from publiſhing the 
property of others, as it has not tended to leſſen, but 
rather promote bim in the eſieem of his friends, he 
propoſes to ſubmit -a further number of this work to 
them, in December next ; previous to which period, 
the communication of his intelligent e 
will de gratefully received. 


